


















All the Addresses 

Check it ou 7 all the addresses we switching around!!!! 

There’s a new review guy now & Dan has a larger PO box. 

Update those records! 


The Solar System 


Day to day maintenance, planeteer 
UAN SlNKER recruiter, money guy, distribution boy, 
layout maker, sweating up a storm 


Send Submissions, Ads, & Letters, here!! 


Punk Planet North 
PO box 464 
Chicago, IL 60690 


1 1111 a Cn i c Day to day maintenance, 
JULIA LOLE mailroomclerk. 


Jim Connell ups guru, box hauler 


Fanzines & Records for review go to: 


Punk Planet Reviews 
PO Box 6014 
E. Lansing, Ml 48826 


WlLL DANDY Zine & Record collector 


Josh Hooten Layout Maker 


Distribution & Mailorder goes here!! 


Punk Planet 
PO box 1711 
Hoboken, NJ 07030 


Front Cover by Josh Hooten 


Back Cover by Dan Sinker 


Planeteers 


general correspondance can be sent via e-mail at: 


PunkPianet@aol.tom 


reserve your ad spate, find out submission information, 

and talk about distro by tailing us at: 


( 312 ) 227-6114 


Advertise in Punk Pianet! 

don't forget to reserve your ad space! Call Us!! 


full page (8" x 10.5") $110 
1/2 page (7S' x 5") $50 
1/3 page square (S' x 5") $40 
1/3 page long (2S‘ x 10") $35 
l/6page(2Sx5") $20 


Ads not reserved will get in, 
but you have no say as to 
what issue. Any ads received 
after deadline may run in 
the following issue. Those 
are the risks... Are you the 
gambling type? 


Larry Livermore 
Dave Hake 
Darren Cahr 
Leah Ryan 
Kim Bae 
Bob Conrad 
Jen Angel 
Jane Hex 
Slim Moon 
Paul Chan 
Davey G. 

Searah Deysach 
John Crawford 
David Alston 
Aaron Gemmill 
Bret Van Horn 


Dave Larson 
Eric Action 
Greg Gartland 
James Burnham 
Jon Entropy 
John Mulhausen 
Johnny Owen 
Joan Pixie 
John Zero 
Matt Berland 
Marie Davenport 
Mark Hanford 
Matt Miller 
Lani Merritt 
Jim Testa 
Angie Waller 


no major label ads. Futk you! 


all ads are due August 10th 


All material in Punk Planet is printed with permission from the author. All opin¬ 
ions expressed are souly those of the author, and not those of Punk Planet. 






















S^Jlright 


Another grueling, hot summer is upon 
us. A year ago to the day, people were 
dropping like flies here in Chicago, so I 
guess it's not that hot now. But it’s hot 
enough. Festive, eh? Yep, summer is defi¬ 
nitely in full swing right now. But before you 
know it, it'll be fall again. 

More than just the seasons changing 
around here. This issue marks the final issue 
that Will Dandy will be the guy in charge of 
reviews. After 2+ years of service, he finally 
burnt out on the job. Can you blame the 
guy? So it’s with a tear in our eye that we 
wave at young Dandy, galloping a horse off 
into the distance; and it’s with a song in our 
heart that we welcome our new review guy, 
Eric Action into the fold. 

For those of you graphically minded, 
you’ll notice that this issue of PP has been 
pretty majorly redesigned. From getting rid of 
those damn top-of-the-page things, to 
changing the ugly body text, we’ve given this 
dog & pony show a bath. 

Anyhoo, slap some shorts on, grab a six 
pack of Mickies Big Mouths, steal your 
neighbor’s lawn chair, plop yourself in the 
sun, and start reading. It’s summer. It’s Punk 
Planet. Enjoy. 

As always, If you don’t like PR we urge 
you to make your own zine... in fact, make 
your own damn zine anyway! 

Do what you can to get by, 

Your friends at PP 


mmm'uou crackers , 
here's the deed , 

Ilf We’re downright 
reliant on you, the 
reader* to supply us 
with the content of 
each issue* You're get¬ 
ting pretty good at it, 
but dammit, we want to 
see better: 

So here’s the dealt 

We like all kinds of interviews, with all kinds of people. Just^O^^Jnloi^f 
a band (or may not even be ‘punk’) doesn't mean they’re not interesting. Above all 
else, make the interview interesting. An interesting interview with someone no one’s 
ever heard of is going to run over a really boring interview with Rancid. 


We usually print one piece of fiction per issue, so sometime’s ther 
you see yours printed. It can’t be too long either... There’s a thing called ’short sto¬ 
ries’ go for it. 


Articles are the best! They’re also the hardest to write, but you 

researched, well written, and goddamnit relevant! Take a chance, do something wild! 




You can always help us out by writing up a DIY file. Basically, if you know how 
something & can explain it well, type it on up ft send it in. DIY files have ranged from 
auto maintenance, to touring, to guitar buying, and all points in between. 


Comics are good, but we’re looking for people that would be willing 
a regular strip. To be honest we're pretty picky. 




As far as reviews ft columns go: we don’t need 

nists ft more reviewers than can fit in a mid-sized apartment! Please, don’t send us 
columns, as you’re pretty much assured they won't run. 


All submissions 
should be 
typed , and 
preferably put 

on a 3 I/2r MM. 

disk , either Mac 
or IBM , Just 
‘pause you ftjil Sl 
something in 
doesn’t mean 
it’s going to get 
printed . 

Consider M 









c- 




(robot punk) 

new CD x-l | out now 

■^touring this spring 


Coat-Tail 


Also Available: 

Second Sixty Second Comp 7" (godheadSilo, Xerobot, Ruins, Borbetomagus, The Scissor Girls, Band of Susans, four more) 
The Flying Luttenbachers Live at WNUR 2-6-92 CD 

Sd(ty Second Comp 7"er (Don Caballero, White, DuOtron, Flying Luttenbachers, six mor^^w ^ 

Hunter's Safety Noise Comp 7'*er (Flying Luttenbachers, White, more). 

Other labels: White Life on the Ranch 7°; White I L-R Duo sput 7" 

CDs $10 us / 7"ers $3 us. Canada add $1 / World $2 per item. US funds. Checks to Jon Skuldt. X.^ 

Hey nerds: http//www.msen.com/'^knk3Ht/coattail/ * 


Coat-Tail Records P.O. Box 607032 Chicago IL 60660 USA 




also available 


IMPETUS INTER 

Infinite Capacity for Romance 
LP/CD 


DILLINGER FOUR 

NEW 

EP 


THE STRIKE 

Victoria 

EP 


ep-$3/lp-$7/cd-$9ppd 
mex-can add $ 1 
world add $2 


The Creepers/dillinger four/impetus Inter-EPs 

Cerebellum Records, PO Box 40308, St. Paul, MN 55104 
































Team Rider 


all photoct Wax lunrfry 

jtf' 


4h>lV' v &’ ) 


~ BEER CITY SKA 

P.O.Box 26035 Milwaukee^WlfSt 

Htef : 4it3fc»iiggsga 

^B he 


'ays, if your 


a cheap imitation o ff brand, ^fouW^orde^ 


or $12 for catalog, -sticlceiv'iine^qml t-^lp 
^aU2L«tolog, s.Ucker, zine^tgfjhirt, post’ 



























<?Mt* PQCO 
WITH THSSS 


PSR002: The Broken Toys 
"Prozac Baby" 7" 

PSR003: The Spent Idols 

"Throw it Away" 7" 
PSR004: Die Schwarzen Schafe 
"Church" 7" 

PSR005: Those Unknown 
"Distribution" 7" 

PSR006: Void Section 

"Growing Pains" 7" 
PSR007: The Showcase Showdown 
"All the Presidents Heads" 7" 
PSR008: The Glory Stompers 
"Tory Crimes" 7" 

PSR009: The Wretched Ones 
"Hey Old Man" 7" 

PSROU: Charge 69 

"Patchwork" 7" 


NON-POGOSTICK RELEASES: 

The Spent Idols: 

"No Broken Promises" 7" 
very few left list alternates 
The Broken Toys: 

"Smash Some Pumpkins" 7" 
very rare, very limited, list alternates 
$5 ppd. for this one. 

The Bristles: 

"We're in it 'til the end" 7" 


all records:$3ppd. in the usa 
$4ppd. can / mex 
$5ppd. to the world 
send orders: CASH, M.O., OR 

CHECKS TO CASH ONLY! 

-POGOSTICK- RECORDS 
P.O. BOX 354 
MIDLAND PARK, NJ 
07432 USA 
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Corrosion Of Contorwltvl 
Bad Religion • DeadqU' 
My Dying Bride * A.FX 

Mitfendotin • Crisi; 
EyeHateGod • Gigantor 
Down By Law • 


ALLTHAT 


in< 


' \ .. 


Issue #9 out now featuring 


Wvfat-Q Negative, Murphys Law, Millencolin, 
HiateGod.' Corrosion Of Conformity, Weston, 
V Down By Law, Bad Religion, Battery,The Goops, 
i ^llisy fepwng Bride, Gigantor, Neurosis, Proscriptor, 
. ? ^|,^lrr^phis, Tesco Vee, One Life Crew, 

: ' i-C.59 Times The Pain, Crisis and Deadguy 


plus a 70+ minute CD featuring 
Texas Is The Reason, Snuff, H20, Dare To Defy, 
SubZero, The Vandals, EyeHateGod, Anal Cunt, 
Prema, Killing Time, Gigantor, Iceburn, Breach, 
The Freeze, No Fun At All and loads more 


Back issues available for $3 

#8 NOFX, John Joseph, Napalm Death, Bouncing Souls, 
H20, Group Home, Samael & Rougish Armament 
#7 Into Another, Rancid, Fat Joe, Fear, Dare To Defy, 
Voodoo Glow Skulls, Mouthpiece, Avail & Snapcase 
# 6 Civ, Circle Jerks, Leeway, Old Dirty Bastard, Ignite, 
Vindictives, SOB & The Voluptious Horror Of Karen Black 

For a copy of issue #9 send $5 to All That Magazine 
PO Box IS20 Cooper Station • New York, NY • 10276-1520 
for more info call (212) 614-1233 













Punk Planet, 

The latest round of problems 
that ABC No Rio is encountering 
began about a year ago. This is when 
the City of New York decided to vir¬ 
tually give away ABCs building to an 
Asian-American organization so that 
they can transform it into low- 
income housing. In a city where rents 
have been skyrocketing, such a cause would 
seem worthwhile, and an uninformed observer 
would had probably thought as much about 
this particular case. In reality, by evicting ABC 
No Rio, the housing authority of New York 
would effectively get rid of a meeting and per¬ 
formance space that has functioned as one of its 
greatest critics in New York’s Lower East Side 
for the last fifteen years or so. The fact that the 
Asian-American organization is also aware 
about the status of the space as well as that fact 
that people have been squatting the rest of the 
building where ABC is located but still insists 
in going ahead with its projects, make their 
motives seem pretty dubious to say the least. 
They are knowingly the reason for evicting a 
community space as well as a bunch of low or 
no income people, so that they can “fix” the 
place, and then turn around and rent it “cheap¬ 
ly” to a bunch of poor people of their liking (in 
reality, the building where ABC is located 
would provide only four apartments anyway). 

ABC No Rio has obviously decided to 
defend itself in the courts and luckily its attor¬ 
neys, Colleen McGuire and Jackie Bukowski, 
have in so far been very capable in doing so and 
have also accepted to get payed at an extremely 
reduced rate. The City of New York, however, 
keeps on serving ABC with eviction petitions— 
as of June 24th, a judge has been sitting on one 
of the challenges that ABC has filed on the lat¬ 
est eviction petition and while this is happening 
the City cannot come up with a new one. In 
the end of July, ABC will tentatively begin chal¬ 
lenging in court the resolution of the New York 
City Council to evict ABC No Rio (ABC 
might actually ask for an extension which will 
buy more time to the space in the case that it is 
unsuccessful in the long run). These actions, 
regardless of their long term resolutions, will 
keep ABC in tact well into this fall if not next 
winter. 


Which brings me to my next topic. Rumors 
have been circulating that ABC No Rio no longer 
really exists, that people simply sleep at the space, 
and that no activities are taking place anymore. This 
is hardly the truth. Besides weekly punk shows 
scheduled for the entire summer, opea-mike events, 
poetry readings, art shows, Food Not Bombs cook- 
ups, and community meetings are taking place at a 
regular basis and plans are being made for a theatre 
group to present plays. Just because ABC has another 
round of legal activity with the City, it doesn’t mean 
that everyone has given up and waiting for the 
inevitable (whatever the hell that might be). In fact, 
ABC has seen worse days such as when a vehicle 
demolishing a neighboring building by mistake 
opened a big hall through ABC’s walls, or when peo¬ 
ple had to bring their own light equipment in order 
to have art shows and had to remove the light bulbs 
at night so that they would not disappear. At any 
rate, the space is still used by a great number of peo¬ 
ple for a multitude of activities; as long as this hap¬ 
pens ABC No Rio still has a function in the sur¬ 
rounding community despite proclamations by peo¬ 
ple formerly involved with ABC that it is about time 
it closed down, or that the place is not what it used 
to be . . . you get the story. 

On the positive side, one of the latest develop¬ 
ments is that an organization called New York for 
the Arts has provided ABC with a First Amendment 
attorney (Ken Greenwald) free of charge. He will 
help challenge the City Council’s resolution by 
arguing that ABC No Rio has functioned as an 
oppositional public space and that the City is 
attempting to censor dissenting expression and per¬ 
formance. On the negative side, continuous litiga¬ 
tion and court filing fees have placed ABC in a dif¬ 
ficult financial position. Since the space was never 
designed as a money making operation nor do we 
have any intentions as such, it seems that we will 
need outside financial support. ABC’s space is very 
small and the cover price for events never exceeds 
five dollars which means that many of the benefits 
we have been having here have not been able to 
cover our legal expenses. Although we might get an 
grant from the state of New York, the money will 
be earmarked for art projects. 

Blackout (50 Avenue B, New York City), 
an anarchist bookstoreand info shop that has close 
ties with ABC No Rio, despite its financial uncer¬ 
tainties has donated $500. 924 Gilman at Berkeley 
has agreed to host a benefit on behalf of ABC in 


September 13. We are very grateful for these. If any 
bands from the San Francisco Bay Area that feel con¬ 
fident about their crowd magnet abilities (or other 
bands that might be around the area that day) are 
interested they can call me at ABC No Rio (212- 
254-3697) or Hawk at the Gilman club (510-524- 
8180). Any help will be greatly appreciated. 

Similarly, if any other performance spaces like to host 
benefits for us or any organizations would like to 
donate money please let us know (you can also e- 
mail me at 3l6480@Newschool.Edu). This also goes 
out to bands who will be returning from their 
European tours and would like to play ABC in the 
fall. We will be personally contacting many of you 
personally anyway. Thank you for your support. 

Themis Chronopoulos 



Dear Darren Cahr (and Punk Planet), 

I am writing this letter (I am unable 
to use e-mail) in response to your column 
E in Punk Planet #13. Iam sure you have 
E gotten plenty of responses but I couldn’t 
keep myself from writing. I am a vegetari¬ 
an for many reasons, including my health 
and the environment, but also because I 
believe in animal rights. 

You bring up some important questions in your 
column that I want to address. First of all, you ques¬ 
tion the killing of plant life. I believe that humans 
are morally responsible regarding our actions that 
affect plants, but I would really like to see what 
research you refer to when you mention that plants 
have been “proven to feel pain.” This is impossible; 
it can’t even be proven that human beings feel pain, 
we can only take each other’s word for it. Pain is a 
state of consciousness and therefore can never be 
directly observed. We infer that others feel pain 
from various external indications. (I would also like 
to ask what cures have actually been developed 
through animal testing.) 

Those who say “meat is murder” (myself includ¬ 
ed) hopefully do so in an attempt to make people 
aware of their destructive anthropocentric view sees 
animals as a means instead of an end, that is they 
only have value in what they are worth to humans. I 
argue that animals have rights because they have 
inherent value. Most people would agree that 
humans have a right not to be harmed because 
humans have an inherent value. This inherent value 







is based on the fact that they are not only alive (like a 
plant) but have a life, independent of whether or not 
anyone else finds it useful. It is obvious that an ani¬ 
mal is a conscious being and that it has a life, so by 
the same logic it has an inherent value. And in the 
words of Tom Regen, “therefore, they too have a 
right not to be treated in ways that fail to respect this 
value, if we do. And, like humans, this right of 
theirs will be overridden unjustifiably if they are 
harmed merely to advance the profits or pleasures 
from others.” 

I could go on and on in a discussion of ethics 
but instead I’ll just address your question of whether 
or not wild animals are “guilty” of “murder”, like 
meat-eating humans. These terms do not apply to 
the animal kingdom because it is incapable of moral¬ 
ity. Humans are capable of moral choice and I ask 
you why you would justify your dietary habits by 
observing animals when I am sure you do not look to 
animals as an ethical guide regarding other matters, 
such as truth, sexual relations, and family. 

Sincerely 

Matt Reed 
Columbus, Ohio 



I’m sure I speak for quite a few PP 
I readers out there when I say that Darren 
Cahr’s column in PP#13 pisses me the hell 
off! His whole premise is that vegetarians 
are hypocrites because they eat plants, 
which he says can feel pain, too. I don’t 
know which issue of National Inquirer he 
got this information from, but I assure you it is bull¬ 
shit (he never cites us a source). 

Pardon the science lesson (though some jerks 
apparently need it!) but members of the plant king¬ 
dom lack a central nervous system, as well as an 
organ (a brain) that would allow them to feel pain. 
My dearest mother- a biology teacher- confirmed 
that this is true. Anyway, plants DO react to things 
like singing, but these reactions are only automatic. 
We only have a moral obligation to respect creatures 
that ca feel and have interests- plants do not have 
interests or desires! Animal rights crusader Peter 
Singer has said, “The capacity for suffering and 
enjoyment is a prerequisite for having interests.” 
Supporters of animal rights have never claimed that 


ALL life is sanctified, only that life which has inher¬ 
ent value is. 

Cahr also claims that humans are more impor¬ 
tant than animals, just like we are more important 
than plants. Being “more important” has never been 
and never will be an excuse to abuse others* Martin 
Luther King was undoubtedly more important than 
you or I, but he doesn’t therefore have the right to 
eat us for dinner or test lethal drugs on us. 

Cahr says that if we are wrong for eating meat, 
then so are wild animals. Look animals do not have 
a sense of morality. It is stupid to say that a lion is 
immoral, but then again, it is just as stupid to say 
that a baby is immoral; we don’t kill them. Let’s not 
reduce our sense of morality to that of a lion- we 
have the ability to act justly, so let’s do it. 

He also claims that a cure for AIDS is more 
important that a rat’s life. First of all, we could say the 
same thing about testing on the retarded, the poor, or 
even about plucking random people off the street for 
testing. According to Cahr, this is justified as long as 
it leads to the “greater good.” He clearly has no con¬ 
ception of what is MORALITY and RIGHTS are. 
Second, millions of animals are tortured and murdered 
each year in labs, but most of these experiments are 
useless and even harmful to us (penicillin is lethal to 
rats, but vital to us, for example). 

Animals’ lives are brutally wasted on makeup and 
d^ig tests- it’s not their fault we decide to harm our¬ 
selves- why should they die for us? Scientists lie and 
tell us that we need these tests, when in fact, humane 
alternatives to just about every major animal test have 
been developed. Finally, if we are so worried about 
saving human lives, why do we let poorer nations die 
from a lack of fucking water, or a $2 vaccination? 
Medicine saves only a tiny fraction of lives- the real 
death factor comes from apathy and negligence. 

Vegetarians are not perfect, but I think that they 
do a reasonably good job for being consistent. They 
are opposed to cruelty, but they recognize that no 
physical or moral harm is done by eating plants, 
because plants lack the ability to experience pain. 

The real hypocrites, I think, are carnivores who 
“love” their dog and their steak. 

Cahr ends his column by calling animal rights 
protesters “terrorists”. Actually, animal liberation 
activists are usually pacifists too, and the ones who 
he’s referring to almost never harm another person. If 
they free minks, or smash the windows of a fur salon, 

I think that’s fucking awesome- if Rosa Parks didn’t 
break the law by refusing to give her seat up on a bus, 


the Civil Rights movement would have been 
seriously hampered. Darren, I hope the animal 
liberation Front or the Justice Department is 
reading, ‘cause your house will hopefully be 
paint bombed, you animal exploiting piece of 
garbage. In the words of Propaghandi, “Meat is 
murder, dairy is still rape.” 

Thank you, 

Nate Everett 

Editor, Don’t Have a Cow zine 

Manchester, Massachusetts 



Planeteers, 

I’m sure by now you’ve been 
flooded with letters by rabid murder¬ 
ous vegan’s in response to Darren 
Cahr’s column in #13. Add this one 
t the pile. I will find you, Cahr, and 
make your life hell! I took personal 
offense at your column and now you 
must pay!!!!! Even if it means com¬ 
ing all the way from Ann Arbor, Michigan. 

First, I shall force feed you McDonald’s I 
hamburgers until your stomach is bulging and | 
distended. Then you shall watch old episodes 
of Hee Haw until you bust. Then I shall 
remove your intestines from the gaping hole in 
your abdomen and run down the street swing¬ 
ing them over my head yelling, “I am the anti- 
Christ. Fall to your knees and worship me.” 

Then, I shall coat all of your door handles 
with Vaseline. I shall put plastic wrap on your 
toilet seat. I shall short sheet your bed. I shall 
play ring and run until you call the police and 
then, oh yes then, (he!he!) I shall leave a flaming 
bag of shit on your doorstep!! (Oh! I am evil!) 

Just when you think you can handle no 
more of this torture, it starts to get good. I 
shall remove all of the stamps from your outgo¬ 
ing mail. I shall have a subscription of 
‘Penthouse’ sent to mother’s house in your 
name. I shall have a subscription of‘Rolling 
Stone” sent to Gilman and ABC norio in your 
name. Just when it can get no worse, I cut 
your telephone line thereby preventing you 
from receiving any E-mail. (Tee hee! Is that 
what it feels like to be an on-line terrorist?) I 
shall crush your nads with a rust hammer. I 
shall slowly remove the skin off of your eyelids 










with vegetable peeler. I shall make you eat 
potato chips and pretzels. Then, when you pass 
out I shall paint your face orange and black so 
that you look like a Jack o’ lantern. Then I 
shall stick a candle in your bum, light it, and 
sing ‘Happy Birthday (How can it feel so good 
to be this bad? Oh!). I shall sneak into your 
house in the middle of the night and put the 
lid on the toilet seat down, thereby causing you 
to splash yourself when you wake up to take a 
pee. Ah hah hah hah hah! I am the spawn of 
Satin...Satan I mean. 

Oops, time for me to go, my mumsy is 
calling me. 

Till we meet again, 

Kevin Smith 


o 

H 



Dear Punk Planet, 

I am surprised that most of your 
readership is so shocked that Epitaph 
5 distributed by Sony in Japan and 
generally run the label like a typical 
cut-throat major. Epitaph’s primary 
outlet has been big wholesalers that 
service those cheesy mall chain stores 
like Camelot Music, Sam Goody, etc. 
Additionally, their music and packaging has 
always seemed to be designed with that mall- 
kid demographic in mind. Notice the features 
on an Epitaph release from ‘89 - ‘95. It would 
be hard to tell the difference between Metal 
Blade Records and Epitaph!! It is also hilarious 
that most of the writers (including your editor) 
has spent the last few months defending 
Epitaph. Most recently, Epitaph sold the rights - 
for the Offspring’s new record for over ten mil¬ 
lion dollars — this should indicate the label’s 
true intentions all along. 

Thanks, 


David Alston 
Oklahoma City, OK 


David, 

I’d hardly say that “most” of our writers 
have spent the last few months defending 
Epitaph. If anyone has defended Epitaph, 
it’s been me, and I’ve spent most of the 
last few months looking for a job, not 


defending Epitaph! 

However, you raise an interesting point: 
what does Epitaph’s releasing The Offspring 
from their contract mean? 

When I did an interview with Brett Gurewitz, 
the head honcho over at Epitaph, almost two 
years ago, The Offspring had just hit the air¬ 
waves & Epitaph’s overnight success had taken 
everyone by surprise. The interview I did with 
Brett (printed in Punk Planet #4 for those of you 
that are intested in this sort of thing) was 
enlightening. In it, he said that the Offspring’s 
success has “shown bands that there’s no rea¬ 
son to go to a major EVER. ” 

Times change, eh? (In more ways than one. 

I tried to talk with Brett about this whole thing, 
and couldn’t get through to him to save my life 
(the closest I got to him was hearing him in the 
background, while his assistant told me that he 
was ‘out’).) Now the Offspring have jumped ship 
for Sony owned Columbia. Why? 

The answer in short is simple: money. Sure, 
they made a boatload with Epitaph off of sales 
of “Smash ”, but Columbia paid them somewhere 
in the ballpark of $7 million just for signing!! 

Epitaph also received a good chunck of 
change, although not the $10 million that you 
said. It was more like $6 million. 

But why did they sell? Epitaph did countefa 
offer, and legally the Offspring did owe them 
another album. In fact, Epitaph did try to take 
the legal route in late March, filing suit against 
the Offspring for not delivering another album on 
time. But finally, they did sell. The reason? Sure, 
the money had something to do with it, but lis¬ 
ten to this: 

Two years ago, Brett said “I think that one of 
the main precepts I have that keeps Epitaph 
being Epitaph, and will hopefully help to do that, 
no matter how many records we sell, is that the 
artist will always be the boss, not me. ” 

After the Offspring left Epitaph, Brett told a 
similar thing to a reporter for Billboard maga¬ 
zine, “I had always told [the Offspring] that 
Epitaph’s philosophy was to never compel a 
band to record for you if they didn’t want to. We 
are an artist advocate, so I said OK... If we’re not 
an artist advocate, we’re nothing.” 

So they let them go to Sony, who now has to 
deal with the much more important question: 
can the Offspring produce another hit record? 


Apparently, someone thinks they can. 

Not me though, when the punk boom finally 
dies out (it’s already on its way), the Offspring 
are going to go down as the Haircut One 
Hundred or the Men Without Hats of the ‘90s. 
One hit wonders. 

Hit-starved Sony, who reported low retail 
music sales last year, spent over $13 million dol¬ 
lars—and will probably spend a lot more by the 
time the Offspring’s four record (yeah, you read 
that right) contract is up—trying to squeeze the 
last drop of water out of a sponge that is bone dry. 
What the hell were they thinking? The Offspring 
are a mediocre at best punk band with a singer 
with exceptionally bad hair. No more no less. 
It’s the American way, I guess: mediocrity pays. 

Later, 

Dan 



Salutations, 

I’ve only been reading Punk Planet for 
a couple of issues now, but I have noticed 
a trend. People writing in and complain¬ 
ing how you review zines and records. I 
don’t get it,. It’s stupid. If you can’t han¬ 
dle any criticism on your zine or whatever, 
I have a suggestion... don’t send it in. Any 
publicity is better than none. I personally, 
only take the reviews as one persons opinion, and I 
don’t think everyone at PP are punk gods (sorry 
guys) they are just people like you and me, who care 
about the scene and are willing to spend their time 
and read zines. I completely believe Will Dandy 
when he said that “75% of what (they) receive is 
trash,” everything in the world can’t be good, it’d get 
boring. So, to all of you who got bad reviews, light¬ 
en up, keep doing what makes you feel good and 
don’t worry about what other people say. To all of 
you who are probably asking, “I wonder if she’s ever 
sent her zine to them?” the answer is not yet, but I’m 
going to, just to get its name out there, and hey 
maybe someone will write. 

One other thing, Think PP rocks. To someone 
who lives in east bumfuck it really helps with staying 
in touch with things. 

Live long and prosper. 


kristine 

Hampton, NH 











Dear Punk Planet, 

Hello, my name is Louis Cartier, and 
am an editor for Dietary Fibers. I have 
been reading your zine for about 6 
months, hmm, I have to say it is a com¬ 
plete waste of time, talent, and paper. You 
fill your so-called “punk” zine with unin¬ 
teresting columns about people’s lives. 

Who the fuck cares? Your zine is neither 
political or humorous, nor interesting. 

You never publish an article except about band 
equiptment [sic] ... that is hard to find info. Your 
zine appears to be one big ad, I wonder if you make 
money off - it...I imagine if you spend more than the 
12 seconds you spend on contents on promotion you 
must make a little. 

Your zine always seems to tackle tough questions 
like Is punk dying? What is punk? Is so and so a 
sellout? I have a question I’d like you to tackle in a 
future issue, “If punk is as fucking boring as we make 
it in Punk Planet, who the fuck would not want 
punk to die?” 

I’d like to know, do you swell with pride at each 
new issue, or do you know that you re tricking peo¬ 
ple into buying a load of shit. In this world cheifs 
have to know how to cook [sic], drummer have to 
know how to play the drums and zine publishers 
have to know how to write and you sure as fuck don’t 
stop wasting your time and ours print actual fucking 
info, or stop printing, [sic] 

Jesus Christ I’ve seen school newspapers with 
better content. 

Totally unimpressed 

Louis Cartier 
Independence, Missouri 




Dear Punk Planet, 


Hi, I wanted to write you and let you 
know that I really like your zine. I’ve been 
reading it since issue 4 and really only have 
one question. Sorry if it sounds a bit 
harsh, but why the hell does Will Dandy 
have a column? WHO CARES ABOUT 
HIS LIFE? Not me. Maybe if he had some 
real experiences, some real heartache, there 
could be a column there, but to read him month in 
and month out whine on about his town and his 
friends and whatever else suburban shit is on his 
mind. It’s just boring. There must be better writers 



out there than Will. Give the space to someone else. 
And get Will a job in a factory, then he can write a 
column. 

Ben Lichtman 
New York 




Planeteers, 

Son of a bitch. Let me just clear the 
air for you people. As many of you know 
there is this on again off again feud 
between Pat West who does Change Zine, 
and Josh Hooten who does Commodity, 
and works on Punk Planet. Many of you 
may know of Josh’s posting on the internet 
a story about how Pat West came up to Boston to see 
a Celtics game supposedly, but ended up breaking 
into Josh’s house and fist fighting Josh’s dog or some¬ 
thing and punching the little puppy in the ass and 
knocking him unconscious for Josh to find upon his 
return from work. So Josh says. 

Then there’s the now famous Change zine inter¬ 
view wherein Pat West ended up smacking Josh up a 
bit. I guess the interview was originally set-up to try 
and clear the air between them, but Josh and Tony 
(the otlkr half of Commodity) showed up really 
drunk and looking for trouble, and West, who I hear 
is straight edge, started smacking Josh around 
because he wouldn’t give him any straight answers, 
and was really just being a jerk. 

Well the latest escapade took place a couple of 
weeks ago down in Connecticut, and this one I saw 
first hand, so I can tell you for sure that it really hap¬ 
pened. The others I tended to doubt because they 
sounded pretty outrageous, but I saw the latest event, 
so I know, if nothing else, that this one is true. 

It was at a hardcore show here in New Haven 
that Josh and Tony’s band came down to play. 
Nobody really knew what to expect, not knowing if 
the feud was really real, or just some publicity stunt, 
but there sure was a big turnout none the less. 
Anyways, 10 Yard Fight was playing first, and Josh 
and Tony were out in their van drinking and appar¬ 
ently talking a whole bunch of shit about Pat West 
and Johnny T, who also does Change Zine. So after 
The Fight finish up Josh and Tony’s band set up, 
start playing, and halfway through the first song Pat 
West shows up. He was pretty much minding his 
own business hanging out in the back. So before the 
third song Josh, who was holding a beer in his hand 


the whole set started talking about more shit 
about West, but everybody down here thinks 
he’s a really cool guy, so people started booing 
Josh and Tony, and telling them to shut up and 
stuff. Well they got really pissed and kept bait¬ 
ing the crowd through a couple more songs 
until somebody yelled out something about 
Josh’s dog deserving what he got, kind of jok¬ 
ing, and Josh went nuts. He jumped into the 
crowd and started fighting the kid right there, 
and he was just punching anybody and every¬ 
body in his range. Tony was doing the same 
thing, and people were really clearing out of 
there fast. I was plastered up against the wall 
hoping they didn’t come my way, when I saw 
West and Johnny T sort of moving around the 
crowd trying to get closer to Josh and Tony, But 
without them seeing. By the time they had got¬ 
ten right up behind them there were only a few 
dozen people left inside, and most of them 
were still trying to get out the door. That’s 
when West hit Josh in the back of the head 
with something that looked like a tire iron, but 
it could have been something else. Johnny hit 
tony with a brick right in the face, and that’s 
when the cops showed up and everybody really 
got the fuck out of there then. I don’t know 
what happened to Josh and Tony after that, but 
they must have some brain damage or some¬ 
thing because a tire iron, or whatever it was 
could really hurt a guy. Anyways, John LaCroix 
of 10 Yard Fight told me the whole event was 
planned out ahead of time, and everything real¬ 
ly is a stunt, but it sure looked real from where 
I was standing. Do you guys know what’s really 
going on? 




Carlos Sequra 
Waterbury, Conneticut 

Carlos, 

As far as I know, Josh is fine now. He 
was in the hospital for a few days, and still 
has a real nasty headache, but the guy’s 
got a thick skull. He can handle a blow like 
that. I think... 

Dan 











HELLBENDER - “Footprint Of The American Chicken” LP/CD 

Brand new album and best release to date by tbis gem of a band. A cross 
between old Jawbreaker and Smalley-era Dag Nasty. 


BLACK ARMY JACKET - 
“1996 Demo” Cassette 

NYC grindcore to soothe yer tummy. 
12 totally fuckin’ raging songs. 

C.R. - “Self-titled” 7-inch 

Shaolin Island power-violence. 
Mailorder gets bonus 2-song flexi. 
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FERD MERT 

ITS MELODIC PUNK MADNESS 
FROM MINNESOTA’S FINEST EH!! 

I Don’t Know” 7” Here is what some people 
said after listening to Ferd Mert’s latest release. 
-“Git down which yo’ bad ass self” James Brown 
-“It helped me make it to the weekend and I got 
ucky thanks to Ferd Mert” Mike Reno 
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NOFX 

Heavy Petting Zoo 


5701, 5702 


Check out these records on the Epitaph Hotline, just dial (213)l-OFFEND and punch in the code. 
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The Inhuman Ordeal... 
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The Humpers 

Live Forever Or Die Trying 
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“You shouldn’t have to go further than your 
local record store to get the highest quality 


in punk rock.” 


Nicky Garratt, UK Subs 

Just drive down the “indie” aisle in your 
local record store. That’s where you’ll find a 
complete line of NEW RED ARCHIVES prod 
ucts to satisfy your every punk rock need - 
from emo, hardcore and skatecore, to good 
old-fashioned pogo-core. 

With names like The Swingin’ Utters, 
Snap-Her, Squat, The Loudmouths, Kraut, 
Accustomed to Nothing and, of course, the 
UK Subs, you won’t find a better brand of punk 
rock anywhere. 

These high quality NEW RED ARCHIVES 
products are the result of 10 years of dedication to 
the art of musical angst. 

So look for the NEW RED ARCHIVES 
logo in your local record store. 

Nothing’ll quench your thirst better than a 
heapin’ helpin o’ NRA. 




For a complete guide to NEW 
RED ARCHIVES products, send 
an S.A.S.E. to: New Red Archives, 
P.O. Box 210501, San Francisco, 
CA 94121 
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f t’s alarming what transcontinental travel can inflict upon 
the unsuspecting human body. Maybe it’s the recirculated 
air in the cabin of the plane, moving through each passen¬ 
ger’s lungs and into the ventilation for another go, turning one’s 
mucous membranes into brittle cobwebs. Maybe it’s the ubiquitous 
mindfuck of jetlag. Within hours of my arrival in bitterly cold London, 
and a week later stumbling round Grenoble, France, the effects were 
still being Telt, sneakily, mercilessly. 

All at once, I noticed that the cuticles sealing my fingernails in 
place had suddenly become ragged and were actually bleeding, with 
no facilitation on my part. My skin dried up like a damp sponge in 
Death Valley, overcompensated with oil, and I found myself with a 
charming case of instant-acne. My gums stung and bled upon contact 
with a toothbrush. Funny thing is, the jetlag didn’t really hit me right 
between the eyes until I had been in Europe for about a week. 

Walking through the narrow, cobbled streets of Grenoble, a feeling 
of dizziness seized me, lightheadedness, like being slightly drunk or 
extremely hungry. It was as though I walking two or three inches off the 
pavement. So I downed another espresso and went back to the flat, only 
to stand there looking out the window as the floor swayed under my feet. 


Though the train was moving at 186 miles per hour, the lack of 
friction between steel wheels and steel rails made the journey across 
France as smooth as greased lightning. It took three hours to reach 
Grenoble from the filthy, sunbathed early morning in Paris, sliding 
effortlessly through dreamy pastoral scenes, and past tiny red brick vil¬ 
lages shining gloriously on ageless green hillsides. I dozed off from the 
wonder of it all, and awoke to passing ranks of huddled, graffitied 
warehouses standing drearily before a backdrop of fog-draped moun¬ 
tains. Grenoble swung into view. 

Shouldering my backpack, which contained forty pounds of rub¬ 
bish, I marched purposefully from the platform into the wide main lobby 
of Grenoble’s train station, fully expecting to see Charlotte there. Alas, 
she was not. A couple phone calls later, it became apparent that she 
was going to be late, so I sat down on my belongings next to the phone 
booths. Just as loneliness was setting in, my ears pricked up at the 
familiar tune of the Queen’s English being spoken nearby. I peeked over 
at a group of young British travelers. It was obvious why they were here; 
the same reason as nearly every other Brit in Grenoble today. Biggest 
band in England playing in nine hours across town. Not the Beatles, but 
close. And I would be there, too. 


The group of English presently piled into a taxi and sped away, whilst I 
carried my pack to a grassy patch across the sun-drenched square, and sat 
reading the best book ever written ( Trainspotting ; Irvine Welsh) until Charlotte 
finally arrived, running, and kissed me on the cheeks. 

+ 

Almost immediately after, I found myself at someone called 
Bertrand’s flat in another section of the city, sitting round a big kitchen 
table for a late lunch. The evening before, while I was counting the min¬ 
utes until my night in Paris was over, a noisy garage rock band from a town 
in the south of England had played a pub in Grenoble, courtesy of 
Bertrand, and now the four lads were lounging at the table smoking ciga¬ 
rettes and looking cool without even trying. I huddled in my chair, travel- 
weary, nursing a glass of smooth white Bordeaux and running my fingers 
through my dirty blond hair again and again. 

Their dry, witty humour, which I suppose the English are known for, 
amused me to no end, but seemed to occasionally breeze over Charlotte and 
Bertrand’s heads. This would prompt them to share a joke in French and 
laugh like loons, whilst we English-speaking lot just smiled and said “what?” 
My high school level French was revealed to be hopelessly inadequate. 

During a lunch of rice and salad, Bertrand placed an interesting dish 
on the table - some sort of white, nondescript vegetable type thing. He invit¬ 
ed me to try it. It was daunting. 

“Don’t do it,” warned one of the English. Bertrand waved them off, 
grinning, and implored that I at least taste it. So, in the interest of French- 
American relations, I did. 

At once, a horrifically sweet, vinegar taste saturated my tongue, and 
the texture was like that of a mouthful of wild grass soaked in a bath of thin 
treacle. I couldn’t help recoiling, decorum be damned. 

“What the FUCK?!” I grimaced, attempting to chew. 

“That's what we said,” remarked the lad at the end of the table, the 
one with Liam Gallagher’s face. Our host laughed, explaining that I had just 
experienced a quite traditional French snack - pickled wood from some kind 
of palm tree. 

“For fuck’s sake! You're not supposed to eat the wood, you’re supposed 
to eat the fruit!” I joked arrogantly, still chewing. Silly American that I am. 


“Gee. I sure could fancy a pizza. I wonder if there’s a place around here 
to get a pizza,” wondered Richard. I was in the van with the band as we made 
our way to the pub where their equipment had been stored overnight. It was 
my first time in a British vehicle; steering wheel on the right and all that. We 
followed Bertrand’s vehicle through the Italian part of town on the opposite 
side of the river, where every last storefront was indeed a pizza shop, lined up 
in a row for nearly a half-mile. It was endlessly comical, to us anyway. A whole 
street of pizza parlors! Imagine the competition! 

The gig had taken place in a grimy little pub down a very small street. 
The proprietor was a mildly-crackers French-ltalian chap who reminded me 
a little of the guy who played “Begbie” in the film of Trainspotting. Naturally, 
he spoke no English, so Bertrand and Charlotte translated everything help¬ 
fully, and we set about loading the equipment into the van so that the band 








could set off to the next town on their tour. 

In the very back of the pub was a cave. This was where all the gear 
had been stored overnight. The ceiling was mere inches from the top of my 
head, and felt oddly cool and damp to the touch. The lads began to tell me 
about the crazy owner freaking them out the night before with a huge 
antique sword while repeatedly shouting “chevalier!” in the depths of the 
cave. The language barrier prevented them from having any clue as to what 
he was on about, and the presence of a sword and an apparent madman 
made them all rather nervous about Mr. Barman. 

So, after the amps and such were taken care of, the owner beckoned 
us all into the little room again. Charlotte explained that he wanted to 
“show us something,” so we followed him through a tiny door and down a 
narrow, pitch black passageway, with only the glow of his flashlight to guide 
us. Everyone had to duck except me. Evidently, people were much shorter 
in the 12th century. 

“We're gonna die,” I whispered to Richard, feigning nervousness. Our 
voices in the tunnel resonated with a thud against close, slimy walls. It was 
in this murky, medieval place that I began to really grasp the ancient 
essence of Europe, of things you just cannot, ever, find in America, and 
certainly not on the west coast, where I had spent my entire life. This tun¬ 
nel was dug by hand a thousand years ago. And now it rested in the back 
of a seedy French pub. 

At the end was a large, round chamber. In the eerie incandescence 
of the electric torch, the man produced the sword and began to eagerly 
tell us some sort of involved tale, looking to our French friends for trans¬ 
lation. Ostensibly, this small black hole in the earth had once been used 
by monks in performing religious rites and knighting ceremonies. Or 
something. Thus, “knight...” 

“Chevalier!” he exclaimed triumphantly, grinning like a little kid. He 
raised the old iron sword with some effort; it was probably quite heavy. 

“Chevalier!" we shouted back, barely suppressing our uncomfortable 
giggles. That sorted, talk shifted to ghosts, and we were almost immedi¬ 
ately beating a path back down the corridor to the pub. Out on the bright 
sidewalk again, we said our sad farewells to the band, off to the next little 
French town for another little French show. Richard was really the only one 
who bothered to talk to me. I’ll probably never see any of them again. It's 
a sad fact of travelling, I guess. 

Sleep didn't really matter anymore. I was so fucked up on adrenaline, 
caffeine, and jetlag, sleep was inconsequential. I had awakened years ago 
in Paris in a bed full of drunken strangers and somehow sleepwalked my 
way to the train station alone. 

Finally at Charlotte’s cozy flat, as a curtain of clouds swept over the 
Alps, I nibbled at the best bread I had ever tasted in life and looked out the 
balcony window at the drab apartment building directly across the street 

My home was back in Oakland, California, where I was homeless. My 
cat must have noticed my absence by now, was probably getting depressed 
and shedding like crazy. My friends were working their shite jobs and toiling 
at school. My country was so unimaginably far away; I may as well have 
been on the moon. After 23 years of cultural predictability, I was now in a 


place where I couldn't count on anything, where each moment 
seemed to bring something completely new. And this was the reason 
I was here. To feel like an alien. 

I was on the back of Charlotte’s bike as the sun went down bn 
my first full day in France, gliding through the open streets toward the 
outskirts of town, passing the squat on rue Georges Sands, to the stat¬ 
uesque concert hall. She left me her housekey and pedaled away, 
leaving me there in the milling crowd of the popscene, half French, 
mostly British. And later, in all my years of seeing bands and the peo¬ 
ple who go to see bands, I have never seen a crowd go so utterly mad 
for it before. I thought the floor would fall through. And thankfully, 
nobody felt compelled to “mosh.” 

By some miracle, I found a way back to Charlotte’s flat, and col¬ 
lapsed into unconsciousness only moments after hitting the pillow. 
When I opened my eyes the next morning, I nearly forgot where I was 
until I heard French voices shouting up from the street below. Not in 
America anymore. 



Greetings. I'm Jane. You have just read my first column for Punk 
Planet Predictably, I write a zine called Hex. The heading of this col¬ 
umn, “Can't Be Arsed,” is English slang for “can’t be bothered.” 
Example: “I’m such a lazy fucker I can't be arsed to write my column.” 
I don’t have a computer, so if you want to write to me, envelopes and 
stamps will be necessary. PO Box 989, Berkeley, CA. 94701. Cheers. 



A ll the ticking clocks in the world aren't on your side my 
little something. No way. Glance at your watch, this 
reprieve ain’t coming fast enough. All the sugar coated 
sucker punches, all the silly bitter back and forth, all the well-inten¬ 
tioned daggers sticking into my back won’t take me to that place of 
yours: no time, no heart, no insurrection. I need something more. 
Squint. Squint harder. I’m going to make this one so hard for you to 
read, you'll cry out in agony to have me stop this senseless depravity, 
oh for the uncertain ground of inchoate form. So say I otherwise, people 
are nice to me. Good hair cuts, warm weather and my weekly big screen 
rendez-vous with Skinner from the X-Files keeps me a happy trooper 
(bourgeois false consciousness fer sure). I’m a nineties guy, don’t you 
know. It’s the little things that matter (yeesh), and here’s one little thing 
that matters: the simple, abbreviated end. Let the credits roll, as if any¬ 
one deserves any applause at this point. Act two begin. You’ve bitten off 
more than you can chew say the seer BILLY CHILDISH. Get your popcorn. 
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Pray your prayers. Use short sentences for dramatic effect. Take the 
show down. 

As I look from this terminal, having nervously resuscitated this 
column with a simple “Undo Typing” command bringing back every¬ 
thing I had highlighted and destroyed, I can see that it is night-time 
and the trees are swimming. Somebody’s setting the scene for some¬ 
thing, sending the invitation to the genuine article, “Please stay with 
us for awhile.” Wherein upon receipt the genuine article shakes its lofty 
head and lets the trees blow in its furor. Newly green trunks tilt amidst 
a cobalt backdrop rumbling ominous in the distance. So in this tumult 
you cock your head momentarily, curious to strain for a tranquil note. 
The PHANTOM PREGNANCIES impinge themselves on your surround 
sound now, a tinny background noise, a practice tape put to record. 
The “Assassination City” LP being a clear winner for the no-fi sound. 
Due to my impaired hearing which doesn’t recognize the low end one 
iota anyways, all I can discern amidst the furor and feedback is pure 
goodness. Amen. They’ve gotten to me too. 

As I sit there in a chair in a lonely room my head swims with the 
trees: what for asks this sorry son, a BOB TILTON 7”, a teary flower? I 
am suddenly overcome for a moment as the feedback rears. 18TH 
DYE, the penultimate indie pop tax write-off for Matador Records 
comes to mind, these harrowed Danes having lived but a short life, 
prolific nonetheless, providing us domestically with two albums, a 10” 
and at least two 7”s of which I am aware. I ponder momentarily the 
uselessness of paragraphical continuity. “Enough pontificating, emo 
boy!” intrudes a rough shout. Suddenly I’m in a headlock and some 
fist is grounding generous nuggies into my head. The tough guy stance 
of Hooten fills my awareness as I twist my head around. Behind him 
stands a pensive Dan Sinker looking out into the stormy abyss of 
Minnesota twister weather. Hooten’s beefy arm continues to make 
breathing difficult. I slouch in my chair and give into his aggressive 
advances. “I’m all yours”, I manage to croak. 

Dan Sinker looks away from the gathering darkness outside and 
pulls up a chair. His presence is a sordid affair between library sci¬ 
ence and calculated murder. I shudder to myself and wonder why I 
ever became entangled in the dangerous medium of “zine culture" as 
I try and twist around to see Hooten again. Sinker clears his throat 
and I cease struggling. He seems to be on the verge of speaking. He 
pauses and then smiles, achieving a small modicum of quiet elo¬ 
quence. Reluctantly, I hand over my undivided attention. An inaudible 
chuckle escapes from him as his eyes swivel to bore down upon my 
drenched frame, “You have been deviating from the plan and come 
perilously close to undermining what it is that we do here at Punk 
Planet.” I nod feebly under the tight grip of Hooten. Dan motions to 
him to release me. With a flew clicks of the mouse he calls up my col¬ 
umn before last, highlighting a sentence containing the words 
“cocaine" and “Kent McClard”. I hear the clucking of his tongue as he 
looks at me disapprovingly, “I don’t like that.” 

“I’ll see what I can do about reeling myself in”, I manage to stut¬ 
ter. I glance around nervously. Hooten has produced a nail file and 
looks duly despondent, lazily filing away as he stares upwardly at a cor¬ 


ner in the ceiling. His eyes suddenly glance in my direction, catching me in 
his gaze. He seethes venomously, his eyes widening as he speaks, “You’re 
barely even readable Hake.” I gulp. He smirks, giving me the once over as 
he moves across the room to pick up a handy copy of the latest Punk 
Planet, throwing it violently to the ground, “You call this romance. You’re full 
of shit.” Yeah yeah. I notice that I’m nervously jabbing one of my hands into 
the other. I think to myself, “Let them just try and have me make their sense 
of things. What can they do to me? Absolutely nothing, the cowards.” The 
chorus chants, “Hake Hake Hake” while the camera pans a wide arc to view 
me sitting in that lonely place, “the chair”, from all one hundred eighty 
angles, only myself privately bemoaning the crime of creative writing, my 
desk lamp back lighting me in an unholy aura. 

Dan Sinker is nonplused. “We’re creating a subculture here, you real¬ 
ize. It’s all about balance. We scratch the emo kid’s back, and the emo kid 
will scratch ours. I would hate to see you lose what you’ve got due to you." 
The icy editor of Punk Planet, the “word butcher”, the infamous Epitaph 
lackey of ‘95, the Tim Warren naysayer who turned Crypt on its head (yeah 
yeah for the GORIES), the ruthless personality who put to death countless 
small time zines in his quest for “literary collectivization”, the demoniacal 
tyrant of verbiage having made such an impact on the paper market as to 
leave hundreds of little zine friends without further ambition to extrapolate 
the headway we were making with vegetarianism and the literary pinnacle 
of such high scholarship as the scrawled handwriting of Oh Well “perzine" 
(ick), it is he who scrambles through his deep pockets to produce a tape. 
He nods to me, “The appropriate gratuity was attached when we received 
this. The key personality in this case is Johnny T, he’s a satisfactory appa¬ 
ratchik in the Change zine hierarchy. You can do your research in time for 
this upcoming issue. You have a small extension on your deadline.” 

As a brief intermission I was at Extreme Noise watching Dischord’s lat¬ 
est BLUETIR and I will say that this band, very much a rock act, runs circles 
around Jeff Nelson’s picks of SMART WENT CRAZY and BRANCH MANAGER 
as if all the BROKEN SIREN songs don’t already. As if anything wouldn’t. 
Jason Farrell is the consummate front person, sexy to someone I'm sure. 
Not to me. The band is very tight, a DC-ified QUICKSAND. An aural treat of 
no small measure. Two new songs opened the set which were written after 
the album, totally ruling my week-by-week world. Get the new KARATE LR 
The wholesale is high, but the goods are delivered. 

Understand that I have had props coming to Johnny T no matter what 
the story is for this issue. PARABLE OF NOW, featuring gargantuan basket¬ 
ball aficionado Johnny T of Change zine fame, helps premier a sound not 
unreminiscient of UNWOUND and a less monotone CARS GET CRUSHED, 
which is to say it moves the bowels in a kindly manner. As driving as 
SLAYER’S recent cover of “Filler”, as eloquent as LYNC’s yesteryear 
Northwest hit album “These Are Not Fall Colors.” Filed under divine. Send 
for tape at the following address: 60 Fenway #45/Boston, MA 02115. 

Sinker takes awhile longer to look at me, “You know Hake, what God 
hath wrought, he may see fit to do away with. Remember your roots and 
remember one thing,” he looks at his hand where he rubs his thumb and 
forefinger together, rubbing possibly the last grain of sand or the last grain 
of time (?) and turns to look at me, “it makes you or breaks you.” Money. 
That’s what I want. It’s what I want. Yeah yeah yeah. 







This may all seem strange or non-sensical to you, but it’s all perfectly 
normal in the advanced pecking order of the media elite. The feint of the sub¬ 
tle threat is a joy in of itself. Let the players play. I shrug, a sigh of relief over¬ 
coming me, “Well if that’s all you have to say, welcome to Minnesota!” 

But we’ve done other things this week not to mention this pow-wow- 
ing with the long arm for the future destiny of subculture. However, before 
we continue, I implore you, do not try to make any sense of what I'm writ¬ 
ing when it isn’t something as straight-forward as suggesting, for instance, 
that there are bands in existence other than ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT. 
Even that last sentence was barely English. This is a fixed game, kids. No 
one walks away from this one getting any of it. You’re supposed to scratch 
your head wondering what the big joke is anyways. Who is this message 
meant for? It’s not meant for you. Go into the bathroom and grimace in the 
mirror. That’s my message. That much of it is true. 

When it is as warm as it is now, I can scarcely sleep due to what seems 
to be an overwhelming excitement that keeps my head full of seductive 
thoughts all night long. This is when I do my research in rock journalism, 
lying in my bed feeling oneness with all that surrounds me (masturbation). 

I think of the beauty of the world, and the eloquence of art (naked men) and 
am happy in the peace of which little I experience in this station that life has 
afforded me (kill ‘em all). 

Halcyon days are upon us at Extreme Noise again. Where the diligent 
thought police pulled a certain Japanese pop punk/pseudo garage band 
with the would-be Polystyrene much regaled in MRR circles as Fifi of FIFI & 
THE MACH III, they turn to Hake as the culprit. “What does this have to do 
with punk?” they ask, having blamed me and Fang earlier for the TEXAS IS 
THE REASON LP (a crime I have no part in) slapping me and my mouthy 
sidekick with a “worst musical taste ever” citation. I shrug and say “It’s 
garage rock”. This is the patent answer even if it’s not anything like garage 
rock. “Garage rock” is code for anything you don't like that’s cluttering the 
store. Commissar Felix Von Havoc takes over the interrogation. “You know 
Hake, one day we two columnists are going to have a head to head match. 
When I take you down to the ground, pinning you there, I will whisper ever 
so softly in your beaten ear, after the air is so still you could hear a pin drop, 
“FIFI & THE MACH III”. The sound of such poetry is surely sweet. Turn-ons 
like that are only found’in the sort of smut that I usually write you would 
think, nyet tovarisch? DISEMBODIED has picked up a new singer, signaling 
the beginning of that period of our history recounted in the book of 
Revelation and the second era of a bigger and badder DISEMBODIED. The 
Twin Cities cavalcade of imported crust bands and pimping pop punk now 
welcomes the latest addition to its constituency, this one taking up the 
mantle of the former country, CZECHOSLOVAKIA. It is a total mystery band, 
but boy does the name intrigue. Nothing is known, but at least that much 
is worthy of mention. 

I am ever mindful of the Minnesotan youth. I adore them. The cult of 
SOFTIES worshippers who tell me about LOVE AS LAUGHTER, COLD COLD 
HEARTS and PLASTIQUE are hardcore in their being beyond hardcore. That’s 
just one more of those extra lines I picked up in my short lived term of office 
as career psychic don’t you know. Truly I am grateful for your gracious pres¬ 
ence. That’s a quote from a sarcastic Han Solo. You are smart people and you 
know where the future is. I’ve got to tie myself to the froofy to keep the estab¬ 


lishment of the rockin’ on my heels. All the same it’s more than some 
act of the contrary that I like HOLLY GOLIGHTLY and BIG SANDY & HIS 
FLYRITE BOYS. You’ll get more than the SWING KIDS when swing danc¬ 
ing makes its comeback in some future subcultural form or another. 

Counterpoint: DESPISE YOU, VOORHEES, the latest “emo” HIA¬ 
TUS LR and the SPAZZ/ROMANTIC GORILLA full length are all fine play¬ 
ers in the over the top, brutal, raging, searing category. The upcoming 
ASSRASH LR also, soon to be a surefire winner. I want very much to 
see an embodiment of the abrasive aesthetic in my lifetime that tran¬ 
scends self conscious participation in done to death trends. Get past 
what we’re going through my little darling, and get with it. Save your 
wanton hair-tossing for another day. Give us a new tomorrow. 



f normally don’t give a fuck what other people have to say 
about me (except to amuse myself on lax days), but I feel 
this reader’s reply deserves a response, not because of his 
viewpoint, but because he conveniently reduced my arguments out of 
their intent, trying to make it look like I was saying something I wasn’t. 

Dave Schulz wrote: “I wonder why (Bob) chose to speak of 'white 
trash’ and not 'black trash’...? It could be that Bob didn’t mention it 
because he thinks black and Hispanic trash are incapable of progress, 
although I doubt it. More likely, Bob used 'white trash’ because 1) it’s 
fashionable to criticize such people and because 2) it’s politically 
incorrect to speak of blacks and Hispanics ... in a negative way." 

Dave’s right to say all races shouldn’t be immune from criticism; 
he’s wrong to assume I wouldn’t agree with him. Dave knows why I 
talked about trash but he speculates on why I DID NOT talk about races 
other than my own, thinking I’m afraid of negative repercussions. Dave 
hasn’t followed my writing. I have no qualms about attacking almost 
anyone in print, regardless of race, gender or who they fuck. I spoke of 
poor whites because a) I’m white, b) I live well within poverty and c) 
because I’m surrounded by an ungodly amount of white trash. Even 
though my life is in a predominantly white environment that doesn’t 
mean I don’t find fault with the multitude of Mexicans who turn Reno 
into a violent playground for their selfish, pithy turf wars and their tag¬ 
ging that can only be likened to dogs pissing in bushes to mark their 
territories. Nor can I view local blacks favorably when I usually see black 
culture as being obsessed with jockhood, excessive materialism, fucked 
up religious pandering, warped gender relations and the kind of sexism 
you seldomly hear politically righteous punk feminists whine about. 
Such people are a disgrace to humanity. 

Obviously I’m disgusted with humanity as a whole. It’s not in my 
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area of knowledge to discuss issues that may or may not have bear¬ 
ings on race, so I tend to stick with what I know. I grew up around white 
trash, I experience the white trash mentality daily, so I tend to think I 
have a certain license to bitch about at least part of the white trash 
culture. 

That brings me to Dave’s second point. He wrote: “Maybe there 
are people ... who are inherently incapable of bettering themselves.” 
Dave’s speculation suggests he too doesn’t have an answer — but 
notice his conclusive tone below even though he prefaces his argument 
with a “maybe.” 

He continues: “If this js so, J propose they be paid cash to vol¬ 
unteer for sterilization so that they won’t pass on their genes and/or 
home environment, enabling the rest of us to progress in future gen¬ 
erations. ...Bob’s idea relies on the unproved assumption that they 
wretched refuse of humanity is capable of betterment.... Bob’s PRO¬ 
POSAL entails that we stick it out and try to educate the human trash, 
regardless of whether they deserve it.” [Emphasis added.] 

I never made a proposal. I said: “I believe white trash COULD edu¬ 
cate themselves, advance themselves intellectually, IF THEY HAVE A 
DESIRE TO DO SO. From experience though, I know that white trash 
lack a key ingredient, for many socio-political-economic reasons I won’t 
get into right now, to bettering themselves in such a way: and that is 
motivation. Lack of motivation, which stems from reasons that may not 
entirely be the fault of their own, prevents them from educating them¬ 
selves. Thus, a system that instills a lack of motivation in lower-class 
people is partly, some would say solely, to blame for the inability of trash 
to be anything other than trash. In any case, ITS ARGUABLE, and it’s a 
dispute I’m debating in my mind.” [Emphasis added.] 

I’m quick to throw out possibilities because I don’t claim to have 
all the answers (if Dave has ever read anything I've written he might 
be surprised to find that I’ve also held views similar to his own when it 
comes to the wretchedness of humanity). Contrary to what Dave says 
I have little in the way of conclusion nor did I propose anything to rec¬ 
tify this situation. What I did say is that I don’t have the answer and to 
get back to me when I’ve given it more time and thought. Dave took 
part of what I wrote to create an unrelated side issue I didn’t discuss. 

It’s not unproved to see people of low socio-economic back¬ 
grounds rise above their shitty home lives and environments to 
become great people. People CAN do that, and that is a fact. This 
comes from the best kind of observation: one of experience. Also from 
experience I know that most people, because of the aforementioned 
lack of motivation, will not better themselves and because they live 
their lives as verifiable pieces of shit, their existence sucks. 

Dave’s comments about Fred Woodworth are astounding. Clearly 
he’s ignorant to my overall view of anarchists. (Check your Profane 
Existence back issues for some examples, Dave.) I object to funda¬ 
mental tenets of anarchism as a practical theory to base one’s life 
around, but I think there are relevant arguments anarchism founded 
upon that can be applied to real life, especially today. To disregard 
anarchist philosophy in its totality is an immature way to engage in 
discussion. Sure Dave says “most anarchists,” but I truly wonder 


which ones he’s leaving out. Dave says that anarchists “need a swift kick 
in the ass and a good dose of perspective to boot. And Fred is no excep¬ 
tion.” How funny, because reading The Match! will provide Dave with exact¬ 
ly what he recommends. Has Dave read The Match!? Each time I read it I 
get the feeling spankings are being doled out. To whom? Often, the mod¬ 
ern anarchist. 

Dave also says Fred's perseverance by publishing The Match! since 
1969 can only mean that Fred's a fool. What does time and perseverance 
have to do with intelligence, I wonder? If sticking to your guns and refusing 
to submit to the status quo (even the anarchist status quo) and a regulat¬ 
ed system of beliefs about how the world should be makes you mindless, 
then I guess Dave lives in a world of intelligence, which would of course 
counter his Darwinistic regurgitation from above — but what the hell, stick¬ 
ing to the actual topics raised would be boring. Making up your own makes 
you look that much smarter. I once criticized Bikini Kill for their politics. A 
reader said l must be a rapist because I was disagreeing with them. Dave’s 
not that dumb, but his way of thinking comes pretty damn close. 

There’s more where that came from: Next issue I will respond to the 
last year’s worth of reader responses here in Punk Planet. Tighten your belts 
—- it’s going to be extremely brutal. You’ve been warned. 

f 

The best argument I’ve seen for straight-edgeism (not to imply there’s 
a good argument for being straightedge — there’s not. Humans exhibit a 
solidly-documented history of desiring to experience altered states of con¬ 
sciousness. This is found in young children who like to spin around to expe¬ 
rience feelings of dizziness. Old World cultures often based rituals and even 
daily routines around mind-altering “drugs” which is where our contempo¬ 
rary use of drugs, alcohol, cigarettes, etc. stems from. While the initial reac¬ 
tion to substance ABUSE is sound, and to which I agree, to make an across- 
the-board practice of abstinence from all mind-altering substances is poor 
thinking. Straightedgeism, like its often found hand-in-hand ideological 
brother, veganism, is established on unsound reasoning and an over-reac¬ 
tionary basis.) is the movie KIDS. Based in New York City, KIDS is about 
skater kids who revolve their lives around getting drunk, smoking pot and 
getting fucked. Like much of America basically. KIDS however takes party¬ 
mode to the extreme by concluding on a highly unpleasant note. The 
movie’s main character, “Casper,” fucks an unconscious girl who just dis¬ 
covered she is HIV-positive. There’s no consent in the fucking. Both Casper 
and the girl are under the influence of drugs, her more than him. 

Casper had been partying hard. After finally passing out, he awakes 
from his drug-induced slumber to find the girl, Jen, passed out on a couch. 
Jen had gone to the party to find a former boyfriend, Casper’s buddy “Telly,” 
to let him know she contracted HIV from him. Her discovery came earlier in 
the day, and in a fit of her own depressed confusion she too gets fucked up 
at a club as she’s sidetracked from her search. While hallucinating she ulti¬ 
mately makes it to the apartment party and passes out alongside everyone 
else. Casper wakes up horny and rams it home. The final scene shows 
Casper waking up, after he passes out a second time, saying “What hap¬ 
pened?!” I hated KIDS. After first viewing it I felt profoundly uncomfortable, 
not because of the “rape” scene, not because of the barely-literate Ian- 







guage of the KIDS cast. No, I was annoyed at the movie because it threw 
into my face the predominant condition of most of today's youth. An 
increasing majority of kids grow up with conditions that reside in poverty or 
the lower-middle-class milieu. Their idols live in Thrasher and Vibe 
Magazines and on MW, where being as stupid, hard and fucked up as you 
can possibly be is the overall message sent, received, digested and emu¬ 
lated. Never mind blatant moral over-tones espoused by mega-corporations 
in between buzz clips for the latest Snoop and Rollins videos, Beavis & 
Butthead IS the real world, intelligence is taboo and conflicts of most sorts 
can only be resolved by resorting to irrational states of violence. Nothing 
more is expected from today’s youth than existing at an intellectual level no 
higher than being functionally illiterate. You may be able to fill out an appli¬ 
cation at any fast-food establishment, but a well-written, error-free three- 
page report on a random topic is mostly out of the question. You can read 
the letters section of this mag of this very issue for a few choice examples 
of idiot thinking. There’s no scarcity in this dep’t. 

Stupidity is en vogue. This comes across convincingly at punk shows. 
Guys who know no other way to express themselves than by acting as 
obnoxious and mindless as possible. Girls who are coat racks for their boys. 
Even on the more conscious and “creative” level punk fanzines make it a 
point not to be edited, to be as chaotically (chaos=punk and vice versa!) 
laid-out and their thoughts can’t stay on topics for more than what passes 
for a paragraph or two. You should see how much mail Zoinks! gets from 
people who write stuff like “Your (sic) the best!” ad. naus. 

Examples are limitless. KIDS is merely one. The brilliance of the movie 
is its ability to get the skater crowd into the theater, boards under their arms 
I’m sure, have them laugh at Casper and Co. as they beat the shit out of a 
macho black guy in Washington Square Park after he crosses the tough-guy 
line, and then have the audience suddenly withdraw from the coolness of 
Casper and his mouthy friend as soon as they too get the feeling that KIDS 
isn't really about coolness; instead, it’s a portrayal about what contempo¬ 
rary youth’s version of coolness really means when examined from the 
inside out. 

For me, I get enough of that shit in real life. At shows, when these 
Reno skater morons pass by me on the street, when punks send me their 
wastes of pages, and when they write letters to Punk Planet editors. I don’t 
need to see it in movie form to add insult to never-ending injury; however, I 
will recommend to everyone else that they should go out of their way to see 
KIDS, and maybe, just maybe, a twist of emotions will corrupt their pathet¬ 
ic lives for a couple of hours. With any amount of miracle, they might learn 
something too. 

• © 

Flipside magazine seemed like it was once a fairly worthwhile punk 
mag. I started reading it about the time they began having full-color covers 
and regularly featured major label-owned bands. I read it for the continued 
gossip Maximum and others didn’t touch upon, or censor, and Flipside pro¬ 
vides an acceptable counterpoint in its reviews section. Its layout is near¬ 
impossible to read though, and unless a particular feature looks intriguing I 
only ever skim Flipside usually to see what Shaneshit may have written 
about me (which is easy because they usually put names, band names and 


zines in bold print). Their constant use of 6 pt. type doesn’t help their 
case. It’s as if they want to make their words a chore to read — as if 
they are worth the strained effort. Their layout is worse than 
Maximum’s, and for some reason they haven’t caught on that printing 
process-color on web-offset printed newsprint makes for pages that 
are pure muck. Coupled with willful technical oversights, content in 
Flipside is consistently lacking. Naked babes are readers’ primary inter¬ 
est regardless of which moral position you hold regarding page after 
page of tits and ass. The letters to the editor illustrate the above notion 
that America is increasingly more illiterate, and Flipside seems to hold 
no standards of content, use of technology or editorial savvy. As a 
whole, Flipside tends to be coffee table reading material, not exactly 
mind-blowing if you know what I’m saying. Needless to say, I’ve heard 
Flipside Magazine and Records have been dropped by their distributor, 
Mordam, allegedly for many of these reasons. 

So why do I read it? In each issue there’s something worth read¬ 
ing, usually only one or two articles. The Jello Biafra interview made 
successive issues worth buying for Tim's replies and then Jello’s. In 
fact, whenever Tim Yohannan refuses to air anti-Maximum Rocknroll 
opinions, Flipside always seems to have something to say about it. 
That’s something I have due appreciation for: Flipside’s unpretentious 
acceptance of criticism to where, unlike Maximum Rocknroll, they 
won’t try to stamp out contradictory opinions and welcome debate that 
Maximum Rocknroll (tries to) stifle. That aside, a recent issue has two 
excellent articles that hold a major significance to the world today. In 
Flipside’s Feb./March issue, Issue 100, buried among the rock band 
poses and the latest live show reviews, there's an article called “36 
Reasons Why You Should Be Afraid of Your Government” by Russ Kick. 
Kick outlines incidence of governmental abuse and invasions of priva¬ 
cy. He discusses the Ruby Ridge incident, Waco, MOVE in Penn, and 
numerous other instances where our friendly government used 
Gestapo-styled tactics to bully their way into lives of its citizens. If you 
think 1984 is a book that reaches far from reality — you missed the 
point if you do — then you are in a sorry state of delusion. Kick has 
more than a handful of sources for his article for you to refer to on your 
own if you’re interested in checking for yourself, anything from 
Newsweek articles to books published by major publishers and main¬ 
stream newspapers. His premise is sound and you should read it if you 
care at all about the future of this country and the role of our govern¬ 
ment in your personal life. 

In conjunction with Kick’s article, an non-credited author casts a 
somewhat thorough theoretical discussion of America’s decaying free¬ 
dom. Jeff Bale, former Maximum Rocknroll columnist and now a 
Columbia University professor, offers his insight to the incident. 
Chomsky joins in for a few quotes. Tim Yd is quoted among a few oth¬ 
ers. Sources are limited in this article, but the range of views covered 
makes “What is the Price of Freedom” a worthwhile read. We are treat¬ 
ed to topics about the public’s reaction to the Oklahoma City bomb¬ 
ing, the lack of education in this country and its relevance to how a 
pacified, uneducated public is the best kind for the power's that be to 
have. The conclusive tone is that competent education is critical and 
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awareness of what’s really going on the world will determine what our 
future is going to be like. The article’s author suggests in so many 
words to wrap yourself in the Constitution and call your congressmen 
demanding change. I take umbrage at this kind of solution because to 
me it’s plainly evident that Congress and the government are respon¬ 
sible for a healthy portion of the problems discussed, and to look to 
abusive, authoritative entities to redress our grievances is like trying to 
convince a slave-owner that slavery is bad — you’re talking to the 
wrong person. Such a position ignores simple truths such as Congress 
and other government entities have been long insulated from allowing 
the People to have a role in any real change in this country. A passive, 
numb public is that kind that keeps an elite in power — begging for 
amends from the people who take a large hand in keeping the system 
operating in such a way as to benefit the system is not a solution. 
Bureaucratic change still involves bureaucracy. What happens when 
bureaucracy is a large part of the problem? 

This is also not mentioning the fact that the structure of our gov¬ 
ernment was set up to be in a constant state of bureaucracy and thus, 
gridlock. The Fourth Amendment may sway back in favor of the little 
guy, but some other amendment will fuck that benefit up, probably 
MORE to the detriment of the average citizen. In order to create 
change new laws must be created, according to government logic. 
New laws means more bureaucracy. More bureaucracy means less 
efficiency. Lack of efficiency lessens the chance for real, direct 
improvement in the lives of ordinary people. 

I hate to sound like an anarchist but abiding by a system that is, 
simply put, out to fuck the downtrodden, is pure silliness. Some laws 
are good and necessary, as well as some system of government; how¬ 
ever, the critical situation of our time is so thoroughly fucked up that 
thinking something like voting Democrat versus Republican or vice versa 
is going to change our world, is idiot thinking. Rights may sway one way 
or another, but Democrat or Republican, you still aren’t in control no 
matter how many token examples your conglomerate-owned daily 
paper tells you are if you just get out and perform your civic duty. 

My solution? I honestly do not have one. I try to educate by con¬ 
stantly writing and discussing issues that I feel are important to the 
world around me. Organizing, to me, is ineffective on the whole 
because I don’t trust people enough, and I think I have enough of a 
track record of TRYING to organize efforts that could’ve been valuable 
to a small community to know that most people aren’t worth trusting 
or depending on. All I can figure to do is to educate in the best way I 
know how, by analyzing, interpreting and attacking what I see as 
fucked up about this country and its people. I extend my critiques to 
the individual because, as I mentioned a few issues back, without the 
people, you don’t have the institutions. A friend recently asked why I 
do what I do in my life, anything from criticizing people, to spending 
countless hours on my computer and printing press creating a maga¬ 
zine for very little in return, to putting out records, to traveling around 
the country playing huge clubs and garages. The answer I gave her is 
that given what I know about the history of people, I would feel guilty 
if I didn’t. Losing friends, getting anonymous threats regularly, express¬ 


ing points of view that offend so many people is not healthy, but I also don't 
think I’d feel too good about having my kind of drive and motivation only to 
waste it away on some shit job, football, beer and sports bars. I find an 
increased significance in creating an environment for myself where I retain 
as much control over my subsistence as I possibly can, without being in the 
clutches of outside entities that want only money from me. I’m not going 
the way of a hermit, even though sometimes I’m tempted. If pushed far 
enough though, I certainly won’t rule that out. No, right now it’s important 
for me to build a foundation where I will hopefully be able to help others, 
even in small, indirect ways. I know it's not enough to save the world, but it 
may make things a little easier in the long run. All of this is done with only 
a small consideration to what’s going on in Washington DC. To me the crazi¬ 
ness of the world isn’t to be blamed on just the government, so I won’t be 
firing off letters to my Congressmen any time soon asking them to improve 
my life. 

I’m glad Flipside occasionally discusses some issues of importance in 
between their boob shots. In reference to this article in particular I should 
stress that not mentioning who wrote the fucking thing, printing it in an 
unreadably small type and not checking for basic typos puts Flipside high 
on my list of unserious punk mags. As long as they pript an occasional 
worthwhile article I’ll continue to buy it — with reservation. 


The idea of friendship has been contemplated among some close 
friends and I. Admittedly, I know few people I would consider good friends. 
By friends I mean people who would on principle if nothing else take a bul¬ 
let for me if necessary. After reading over Gabe’s comments in the new 
Ground Round 10-inch I nodded my head in agreement to his words of 
lament about his struggle with the idea of friendship. On a dare Gabe wrote 
a list of 500 people he knew. He realized when he finished how little in real¬ 
ity most of these people meant to him. When it comes to real, honest 
friendship, people like Gabe end up knowing what it’s like to be lonely. 

Me too. I’ve always been quiet and reserved, even as a baby my mom 
tells me. I was always the observer who would withhold comments until the 
time was right. Being the quiet one also meant I’ve had a rather lonely exis¬ 
tence in key points of my life. Sure there have been spurts in which there 
were many people in my life, but I’ve found that the more people around 
tends to mean there’s a greater chance of those friendships being based on 
superficial grounds. This isn’t always negative, mostly it’s a function of math 
and reality, but I know more than well what Gabe is getting at in his song. 

Good friends are hard to come by. They’re even harder to find when 
you’re a shy introvert (and a male hetero, which means unless you’re a 
macho homeboy, females aren’t exactly knocking your door down: Note the 
same isn’t as true for females, diffusing the notion of lack of socialized power 
feminists speak so passionately, and blindly, of). There was a period of my 
life, my first three years of college actually, where I knew next to nobody. I 
had one good friend whom I loved dearly and thought she would be a part of 
my life for many, many years. She eventually got involved in an unhealthy 
relationship with an overly possessive boy, and I was quickly out of the pic¬ 
ture even on pure friendship terms. She knew better. It didn’t matter. 

In this same time period I fell in love with another girl. Circumstances 







were less than optimum, and I ended up broken hearted and she reaped 
the benefits: her ex-boyfriend, a couple of rebound fucks courtesy of yours 
truly, and I’m sure life for her has been happy ever after. Me, I was forced 
into solitude even more so than what was my typical nature. There’d be 
times when I'd go a day or two without talking with anyone. Meaningful con¬ 
versations with bright people were non-existent. I was a bitter and remained 
so until I got myself into another situation where I fell for the wrong person. 
This relationship ended up being the kick in the ass I needed to get myself 
out of my forced slumber. 

I’m not bitching or trying to score emo points. I’m trying to make the 
point that being forced to be by myself made me stronger. If I can be con¬ 
tent in solitude — and don’t confuse solitude and loneliness — I don’t 
NEED anybody, or few people, to make my life wholesome. Self-reliance can 
be an extremely powerful weapon especially when, it’s odd to note, so many 
are uncomfortable when they realize that their presence isn’t necessary. I 
still have my bouts of insecurity. I love being around my girlfriend, who is a 
good portion of my life, but knowing that being by myself isn’t all bad is a 
valuable security to have in life especially at a relatively early age. 

I think part of my problem with people is their inability to be confident, 
to realize that ideas in life hold significance, and without them, the human 
race is truly lost. (It was amusing to observe, before and after my certain 
columns I’ve written, how many people agreed with what I said, some of 
whom I got some of the ideas from, but were turned off by that fact that I 
publicized their kinds of viewpoints. Is our world so precious that we’re taught 
to be afraid of what's in our minds and to speak them as well?) I like being 
around some people. I really dig meeting new and exciting people on tour, 
but the people around Reno who used to consider me a friend don’t seem 
bothered by my absence. Given their ideas of friendship, I’m really not both¬ 
ered in the least. If a bullet came my way, they’d be the first to run. Some 
would even chalk it up as, “He deserved it,” because I consider it unhealthy 
to bottle-up my views, unlike so many of them who confide with others their 
own convictions but would never, ever publicize them in fear of negative 
repercussions. Life as a cog is easy: No confidence, no concept of principle, 
nor any inkling to stand up for something simply on the grounds that is obvi¬ 
ously wrong. Part of my curse in life is that I find value in defending principles 
only to have them fly back in my face. Too many times I’ve gotten kicked 
around simply because others are too gutless to take a stand on anything. 

Which is why I’m more comfortable right now being home typing 
away on the typer with Daniel Johnston in the tape player rather than out 
socializing with people who won’t give a fuck about me in a couple years, 
or already don’t. With that in mind, here’s what Daniel has to say at this 
very moment: 

“Don’t let the sun do down on your grievance - If you find yourself in 
the dark, and you're left holding the bag, then take care of it right away - 
And don’t let the sun go down on your grievance - again - Sometimes you 
might want to give up, but keep that chin up, cuz you’re gonna find, you’re 
gonna find - And sometimes you might be alone, but don’t feel lonely, cuz 
you’re gonna find... So don’t let the sun go down on your grievance.” Hitting 
the nail on the head. Sorta. 

Pick up that Ground Round 10-inch if you get the chance. There’s a 
bitchin’ Born Against cover on it, and the record rules overall. Good-bye. 


n VENTURE INTO THE WORLD OF ^ lj* , 


Will 


THE SILLY AND SAD WITH... ^ 

vvy 

„*r v v 

_rr 1 ', ar* ( 


$sr\ -f ] </ 


t I J 


dandy'* 

d. 




HE'S ONE SMOOTH CAT 




F or the past few days (today included) I should have 
been wearing a sticker on my head that said Mr. 
Negative. It’s as if one day I woke up and had neg¬ 
ative glasses sewn to my head so all I could see was bad things. 
To be truthful it’s a lot more internal than that though and has a 
lot more to do with me. The whole thing seems to be based around 
my self worth, which is what I’ve really been calling into question 
for the past few days. 

Everytime I make a decision or think about something I always 
try to get a good jab in at myself in the process. Usually with about 
the stinging of a nine year old saying “you’re stupid,” but some¬ 
times a lot deeper. I feel betrayed by the human race. That’s the 
deepest one that I’ve come across. I feel like a put a whole lot of 
time and effort into things for others both to be productive and to 
be nice, but I feel like I get shit on for it. I think I can count the 
genuinely nice people that I know on my toes. Perhaps I expect too 
much from others (no, wait I know I do...), but it’s no more than 
what I expect of myself (which should also be lowered for sanity- 
inducing reasons) so it seems reasonable to me. 

The world just seems to have a lack of caring individuals. 
That’s the question that I can’t answer the most frequently, my 
recurring brick wall, “but will anyone care?” It’s horrible. My life’s 
purpose (and don’t ask my why, it just has been implanted in my 
mind by aliens or something) has been declared to be to make 
some sort of lasting impression on the human race, however if I 
feel that no one cares I also feel as if that is an unachievable goal. 
I’m setting myself up for this one aren't I? It’s like watching a kid 
chasing a ball in front of an eighteen-wheeler. Yup, there I go, try¬ 
ing to get my dream and SMACK along comes a Mack truck, mak¬ 
ing both me and my dream become irrelevant. 

So there the whole world (except those counted on my toes) 
sits in the cab of the truck laughing, and going down the road to 
the next party. That’s right. I’m bitter as hell. I hate people. I hate 
what they’ve done to me. I hate what they’ve done to my dream 
and I hate that everyday they’re just waiting outside my door to do 
it again and again. Getting up takes a much more serious effort 
when you know you’re just gonna get pushed right back down. So 
much, that I’ve been considering just staying down. In fact I think 
that that’s where I’ve been for the past few days. I’ve been accept¬ 
ing, and wallowing in my imminent defeat. I don’t think I like it, and 
I’ll probably just end up straggling back up to face the day with 
more positive naivite than ever before sooner than later. It’s my 









very own personal hell, and I’ve managed to create it, God I could¬ 
n't be happier. 
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I haven’t written too much about punk rock lately so here it 
goes... Last night I went to see Propagandhi play here and I had 
high expectations. I’d liked them the last time they came through 
and I thought their new album was great, catchy refrains often 
being bounced around in my head. I was very disappointed though 
as it turned out to be one of the worst shows I’ve ever been to. 

The Story. First off the crowd put me in a bad mood. Everyone 
had gotten dressed up in their Sunday’s best. Ready to look punk 
as fuck. A glance around the room and I could see everyone pos¬ 
turing and trying to act cool for themselves and their friends. 
Everyone was putting on a show. Sure, it’s the kind of thing that 
always gets me in a bad mood because I like to think of punk rock¬ 
ers being superior in attitude and ways than most people, but this 
just proves it wrong. Anyways, so then Propagandhi gets on and 
start playing. Mind you I’m in a bad mood so I’m not dancing, but 
I’ kinda bopping and singing along a little, not in hell... yet. As I 
look around this time I get a strange flashback to seeing Green Day 
at Lollapalooza a couple years ago (no I’m not trying to say they’re 
sellouts or anything, listen to what I’m saying, not what you think 
I’m saying...). The whole crowd was swinging around and playing 
the “I’m the biggest fan I know all the words” game, such that 
whenever the music dimmed you could hear everyone sing along. 

I felt cheap, I don’t think I can explain why, but I just did. Being 
that they're a very political band in between songs Propagandhi 
always threw in a little thought or idea about what they thought on 
some issue and the whole crowd would yell and cheer at everything 
they said. But how many people actually cared about what they 
were cheering for. I refuse to believe that the whole room was full 
of anarchist, vegan, non-homophobes. That’s crazier that shit, but 
that’s how everyone played it off. I’m sorry, but I wouldn’t sing 
along to a song about being a nazi because I’m not, so why are 
these people singing along about sexual-equality if they don’t 
believe in it. It’s ludicrous. Then the band with their influence over 
the crowd told everyone that they should be ok with their sexuality 
and all get naked. Off came the shirts, bare-chested boys, semi- 
bare-chested girls, everyone dancing, feeling the love. It strikes me 
as funny that a band who blasts people not thinking and having 
slave like impulses is not as shocked by this event as I was. Why 
did everyone take their shirts off? Because everyone just had this 
great idea that they should? No, because they were told to, they 
don’t do it at other shows and they will continue not to I’m sure. 
And who was it who took off their shirts? The confident ones, the 
macho ones, the very ones that upon taking the stage the band 
said should get to the back because they were wimps and wanted 
to see wimps dancing. Well that’s not what I saw. How many of 
those people actually took their shirts off because they were some¬ 
how instantaneously liberated and gained their sexual freedom, I 


mean please... After the show someone argued to me that they took 
their shirt off because they felt comfortable that they could do it with¬ 
out being harassed, and that they’d wanted to before, but had been 
afraid of the ramifications. Fine, ok, but why wouldn’t they be harassed 
this time, but they would every other time? Because Propagandhi said 
it was all right. I spent the second half of the show sitting in a chair to 
the side moping. My dreams, many similar to those of the band were 
seemingly being crushed in front of my eyes (so why did the band look 
so happy?). I tried to talk to the band afterwards, but all their number 
one fans flocked to them and surrounded them beyond being able to 
have a regular conversation with them. So if anyone in Propagandhi 
reads this please write me, I’m interested in your response. Maybe 
there’s some sort of hope that I’m missing. 

Lastly I feel that I should mention that this is my last issue as a 
major person behind the scenes here at PP and I will now fall to colum¬ 
nist and reviewer. The reasons are simple. I didn’t feel like PP was going 
where I wanted to go, and I wasn’t getting out of it what I wanted to 
anymore. The decision took months for me to finally be ok with it, but 
that’s that. We all have to move on sometimes.’ 

Write me please: Will Dandy; Route 2 Box 438; Leeds, AL 35094 
or email “WillDandyl@aol.com” (that’s the number one (1) after my 
name by the way...). 

fool 
among 
the 
asses 

_1_ Daniel Sinker 

f arm behind the wheel of a car shaped like a Dexedrine pill being 
blinded by the sunlight. Josh Hooten is here too. He is asleep in 
the passenger seat. More on him later. We are driving due north 
up to the beautiful Twin Cities—beautiful because the ice has finally melt¬ 
ed and the inhabitants of said cities have emerged triumphant from what 
has been rumored to be one of the hardest winters on record. Hard enough 
to make Hake crack. Figure that one out. 

The sun—something that has been little more than an abstract con¬ 
cept here in Chicago during the cloud & rain remix we’ve been graced with 
for the past four months—reflects off of the asphalt, the hood of the car, 
the hubcaps of the cars next to me, the trees, the grass, everything. It caus¬ 
es me to squint uncomfortably as I feel the image of two hands on a steer¬ 
ing wheel being etched upside down on the inside of my eyeballs. As the 
landscape speeds by, I make a mental note: buy sunglasses. 

Hooten snores and with that I am reminded, once again, that he is 
here with me. He sits up suddenly and reaches for the plastic bag tucked 
away in his pocket. I can hear it crinkle in his hand. I keep starring straight 









ahead. The bag is out now and its opening encircles his mouth. 

The sound of the road stops. 

The sound of the car stops. 

I hear the crinkling of plastic as it compresses and expands with 
Hooten’s breathing. 

He pulls the bag away, saying simply, “false alarm.” 

Hooten has been plagued all morning with a belated greeting from the 
wild night of gin and tonics shared with my roommate Searah. This is the 
first time I’ve ever met Hooten in the flesh, and this is strange way to final¬ 
ly meet a guy: from the inside out. 

The roar of the engine fills the pill-shaped car again. I push the gas 
pedal to the floor, feeling fuel-injected life surge up from my foot. We shoot 
forward, passing the slower moving traffic, traveling north. Due north. 

You ask about the rock ‘n’ roll lifestyle? Baby, I’m living it. 

A 

As Angie Waller would say, sarcasm almost visibly dripping from her 
tongue, “You wish.” 

And the bitter reality is that I do wish. I wish with all my heart to be 
moving, to be energized, to be free, and to feel new again. To have every 
minute—every second—of every day feel like the wave of power that trav¬ 
els up from your toes as you push down on the gas pedal of a borrowed car. 

Toes to ankle. Ankle to knee. Knee to crotch. Crotch to gut. Gut to 
arms. Arms to fingertips. From the fingertips, a lightening-fast U-turn, and 
straight to the brain, do not pass go, do not collect 200 dollars. 


The cities to the north that we throttle towards at a brisk 85 miles per 
hour have been calling to me for six years now. I have made wonderful friends 
there. I have lost wonderful friends there. Some of my strongest memories— 
not all of them good—take place there. I have visited the cities during icy 
winters, beautiful summers, and all points in between; almost every time 
sleeping on a different floor in a different house of a different person. 

The Cities (capital C) are a strange place. Whenever I’m asked why I like 
it up there so much, I’m hard pressed to find an answer. The friends I have 
that live there definitely play into it, but it’s more than that. It’s the crisp air. 
The grass. The water. But it’s also none of those things. As a favorite son of 
the cities once sang, “something in the water does not compute.” 

And something most definitely doesn’t. 

Twin’ Cities indeed. There is a doppelganger for everything up there. 
Just as they are graced with untold beauty, they are also graced with unbe¬ 
lievable ugliness. Ice. Wind. Snow. Gray. Gray. Gray. 

Perhaps it’s this schizophrenia that appeals to me. It could be said that 
the Cities reflect my personality: coin toss, baby. Heads or tails. Hot or Cold. 
Black or White. Love or Hate. On or Off. There is no middle ground and there 
is no relenting. Be all that you can be. 

And each time I visit the Cities, I find it increasingly harder to head 
back home. Things are different there—things are better there. Every time 
I am up there, I make a list. Sometimes it’s in my head, other times it is 
written down on paper. It is a list of pros and cons for staying. And every 
time I make the list, the pro side gets longer and longer and the cons side 


shorter and shorter.' 

And yet every time I turn around and head south. Back to 
Chicago, back to the existence I lead here. And every time I kick myself 
for doing it. But every time I do it just the same. 


I want to move at 800 miles an hour. I want to break land speed 
records. I want every day to be a salt flat. I want to look out my win¬ 
dow and see the trees and fences and grass and buildings and people 
blur together. I want to open that window and have the rush of air 
blowing by fucking deafen me. 
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And then there is the call from across the ocean. From the damp 
island that bore me comes a siren’s song that reaches out and beck¬ 
ons me to set sail. The song is compelling: it promises a new conti¬ 
nent, a new world, an entire country full of people I have never met, 
places I have never been. 

It is an appealing concept: legal citizenship in a country much 
more beautiful and exciting than this one. But of course, I’m romanti¬ 
cizing it. 

How can’t I? 

I’ve been back a few times, but only to visit, and never for very 
long. There is so much to see, so much to learn, so many people to 
meet. 

How many chances do you have to start from scratch? To go to 
a place where nobody knows your name. Where you can begin a new 
life. Where you can be anyone you want to be, even if it’s just yourself. 

But it’s more than that. It’s in my bones. Bones that call for the 
moist air. For tea and crumpets. For a country with real history. 

It's an idea I entertain at night mostly, I’m not sure why. The dark¬ 
ness and silence remind me of Britain, perhaps. But it’s an idea I 
entertain, and an idea that has seemed more and more appealing as 
of late. 


ro 

-si 


I want to feel my face deformed by the g-forces hurtling against 
it. I want to slowly feel myself losing control. I want to feel the cur¬ 
rent come up and sweep my feet out from under me. I want to be 
carried off to a better place. 

But there is a factory a few blocks from my house, a steel facto¬ 
ry. Every night the factory comes alive with fire and steam and noise. 
And every night I wish that there was someone here with me to share 
it all. Someone that would like to grab a bottle of iced tea, and sit on 
the curb across from one of the huge doors of the factory. Someone 
that would like to spend the night watching fire create the things that 
dreams are made out of. 

And perhaps then, once the shift whistle blows, and once the 
final drop of tea is drained from the bottle, and once the sun begins 





to peek up above the skyline, and once the birds begin their anthem 
of a new day then—perhaps—I’ll be ready to leave. 

Perhaps. 

But there is so much I haven’t seen here. There are miles and 
miles of city that I have never explored. There are trees I've never 
climbed. Buildings I’ve never set foot in. Sand I’ve never squinched 
through my toes. People I've never met. There is so much of a life to 
live here. So many things unknown. 

I turn to Hooten, he’s much less pale and seems to be breathing 
normally. “You okay?” He puts his seat into a locked, upright position 
and says firmly, “Punch it!” 

I hit the accelerator and we rocket down the path the sun has 
cleared for us, due north to a city full of youth and possibilities. 

I make a mental note: buy sunglasses. 
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In Closing 

• I recently saw Weston live. It was incredible, one of the best live 
shows I've seen in years. I went out the next day and bought their most 
recent album, Got Beat Up. The fact that the record rocks is a true tes¬ 
tament to the songwriting abilities of the band because whoo-doggy 
does the production on this mother suck. Apparently the engineer just 
dialed up the ‘standard pop-punk’ setting on his board and went to 
sleep. Weston is anything but. Get it right or get outta the house. 

• The Holly Golightly 10” on Damaged Goods records is far and 
away the best record of 1996 so far. I picked it up two weeks ago and 
it has barely left my turntable. 

• Once upon a time there was a band called Bratmobile. Outside 
of having a fantastic name, they were one of the worst bands I’ve ever 
heard; a band so bad that—and I’m going to go down to the mat on 
this one I’m sure—when the history of the death of riot grrrl is penned, 
Bratmobile’s name will appear prominently on the list of reasons why. 
Ironic then that 2/3s of Bratmobile are singlehandedly resuscitating 
Riot Grrrl as 1/2 of the Cold Cold Hearts, a band that I just saw live & 
just picked up their 7” and am happy to say rock royally in both forms. 

• I'd like to publicly thank Tom Lupoff for getting me into the 
American Booksellers Association convention for free again this year. 
Lupoff’s a good man. Especially ‘cause he knows when to jump off a 
sinking ship; he's a free agent now. Of note at the convention this year 
was the sheer volume of books I was able to score for free. Yeah! Even 
better was to hear the line fed to me by the fine folks heading up the 
booth at Fine Print Distribution, “we don't have any of your magazines 
on display here because it sells so well.” And maybe you have a bridge 
you can sell me in Brooklyn, eh? Pay me my fucking money. 

• I very much want to start doing graphic design for records & 
such. Wanna know what I do? Just leaf through the pages of this mag¬ 
azine, I designed many of them. If you’re interested, get in touch to 
talk. Just call the PP line, I’ll get the message. 

• Speaking of messages, how’s this one for a doozy: “This is a 


call for Daniel Sinker, This is Thomas Callahan, I am a lawyer for the Guccione 
Publishing Company. I’d like to speak to you about the recent libelous writ¬ 
ing you penned about Mr. Guccione in your publication, Punk Planet.” You 
ask about the rock ‘n’ roll lifestyle? Baby, I’m on the lam from it! 

• Any and all correspondence to: Dan Sinker PO Box 1559 Chicago IL 
60690 or TastySpydr@aol.com. Responses will be fashionably late. 


f know that most of the time people read columns in Punk Planet 
or MaximumRockNRoll to be entertained, to read personal stuff, 
or to escape - but rarely ever to think. 

In many ways I find that immensely frustrating (or maybe just disgust¬ 
ing?). Here is a huge opportunity to begin a dialogue, to make discussion 
happen, to criticize (and improve) our scene and our society. Our chance for 
such dialogue is so limited, why are we wasting it talking about ex girlfriends, 
getting drunk, fashion, or what's going on with someone’s 
band/fanzine/job/life, instead of educating ourselves, addressing problems 
within our scene and suggesting solutions? Zines, such as this one, have 
such potential. Why is it so difficult to live up to? 

Of course there are exceptions to this, and all the big zines have all 
had high points, some more than others. I also do not deny that there is 
a time and place for personal articles, and columns which are humorous, 
escapist, and personal. I just question whether this is the right forum for 
those kind of things. Or maybe I should say, I think that there are better 
ideas suited to zines such as this - ideas which are more immediate, 
important, pressing. The ones that should be discussed but aren’t. 



chapter one: this is not a show review. 

A couple of weeks ago I went to Louisville, Kentucky, to see a show. 
One of the bands was Enkindel, a band I'd heard of but never heard. I 
got up front for their set so I could get a good space for the next band 
(Avail), not because I had any particular desire to see Enkindel close up. 
I ended up near the stage and I was in a good position to watch both the 
band and the crowd's reaction. I was fascinated. 

I looked out at the sea of kids, seeing through my eyes what bands 
must see before them at every show. I looked at all of these kids, espe¬ 
cially those in the front, singing along, being emotional, and really get¬ 
ting into it. It made me really happy to see kids who have found some¬ 
thing within hardcore with which they can identify, a connection which is 
(or at least appears to be) deep rooted - to the lyrics, to the band, to the 
others around you who understand. All too often in our society we are 
taught to hide our emotions, not to share them, and to deny ourselves. 












Punk, as a community, gives something to us that the rest of society has 
failed to. At least for the duration of a show. 

That is the power, and the strength, behind punk rock. I was looking at 
the crowd, wondering what it would be like if I knew the words, if I could 
sing along, if I felt that emotion as well. Because I have felt it, and even 
though some people call it emo sappiness, I think that connection is some¬ 
thing very important to a lot of kids in hardcore. Had Avail been onstage, 
some other onlooker could have made the same observations about me. 

Then, all of a sudden as I was standing there, kind of in this little limbo 
position between the singer (the band) and the kids in the front (and the 
rest of the crowd), I had a revelation. It was just a continuation of a thought 
I had a long time ago (also at an Avail show, ironically): when kids sing 
along, are they actually thinking about the words that are coming out of 
their mouths? Is the content of the lyrics even relevant to experience the 
emotion of the show? Like when Avail is up there singing “Virus,” are peo¬ 
ple thinking about AIDS? 

I guess what sparked the whole thing was when the singer for Enkindel 
said something like “This is a song about my dog.” And all of these people 
were going wild (well, singing alon^getting into it) and I’m thinking, “That’s 
really fucking corny.” Of course I don’t know the song so it could be some¬ 
thing really great. But I looked out into the crowd and instead of seeing kids 
caught up in the moment and the solidarity of hardcore, all I saw were blind 
followers. People following someone on a stage -no interaction, just alle¬ 
giance. People reciting preset, prescribed words. 

Because I was outside of Enkindel’s rrfusic (because I didn’t know 
the lyrics), I was able to step outside of the emotion and see another 
level. In the thirty seconds following that revelation, I built on that 
thought and considered the parallels with religion: “blind” devotion 
(singing with out thinking), chanting the preset words, the ideas of inclu¬ 
sion and belonging - a community for kids who aren’t included by their 
church, school, or family. Punk even has it’s own morality now, and of 
course it’s own saints. What is a church? It is a place to regulate behav¬ 
ior through morality, guilt, peer pressure. It is a place for people to go to 
feel part of something larger than their selves. It is a crutch and all too 
often people use religion (and hardcore, now that I think about it) as an 
excuse for elitism, hate, and exclusion. We all know all the reasons why 
religion sucks (whether we believe them or not), has anyone ever thought 
about how those ideas apply to hardcore? 

The revelation made me depressed. All of the sudden I had a flash 
of the dirty underside of something I've championed for a long time. Who 
were all these kids singing along to Enkindel? Or to any band? Do they 
really understand ? Is punk more than just bands to them? Should it be? 
Do other people see hardcore the way I do? Do they know what it means 
to me? I can only hope. 

Although I don’t have the space, the time, or the patience to 
expand on all of these ideas, I want you all to consider what other par¬ 
allels there are between punk and religion, particularly Christianity. Think 
about we have our icons (saints) in people like Larry Livermore or Aaron 
Cometbus and our cults that surround bands like Avail and Fugazi, and 
our sects - like Straightedge. Think about the holy trinity of 
MaximumRockNRoll, Punk Planet , and Heart AttaCk. 


Think about the confessional style of spoken word. Some guy 
gets up at a show and talks about how he’s been sexist and he’s sorry 
about it now. It’s great that he has the strength to admit to and dis¬ 
cuss these things, but it's as if this some how cleanses him, 
absolves him of any further responsibility toward ending sexism 
within our scene. Just like how you go to confession, give up all your 
bad deeds, and you are forgiven. You know, I don’t think it should 
work that way. (Not that there isn’t any chance for redemption, just 
that admittance is just the first step of many). 

Think about how some of the younger styles of punk are anti¬ 
promiscuity and even anti-sex. How different is that from what 
Christian society wants from us? How can punk be a rebellion if we 
accept and incorporate the sexual role and identities of those same 
people we are rebelling against? A couple of people have commented 
to me how the young punk and straightedge scenes seem so asexual. 
I’m not saying that everyone has to be obviously/outwardly sexual, but 
I hope that kids who are asexual or anti sex are that way because of 
their own conscious decisions, not because they’ve inherited it from 
their scene and their society. 

Is punk about rebellion and revolution anymore? Maybe I’m in the 
wrong scene. 

And yes, I do like other bands besides Avail. 

* 


epilogue: 

• Think about the time, if you have come to it, that you went from 
talking about “punks,” to using the words “we” and “us” and “our” to 
refer to the scene. When did that transfer from outside to within the 
community happen? And what made it so? (I’ve been thinking recent¬ 
ly about how the difference is in the way the individual acts that makes 
him or her feel included, and not in the way the community (punk) acts 
toward the individual. Necessarily. More on that at some later point). 

• Thanks to Eric Boehme who helped me develop some of the 
ideas in this column when I called him up out of the blue one day and 
talked his ear off. Specifically, the ideas of spoken word as confession 
and rebellion without leaving ones religion (only calling it another 
name) should be attributed to him. He collaborates on a zine called 
ATR. This is one of the first zines that I’ve been really excited about in 
a long time. Get it for the ideas and not for the pictures. Eric 2634 
Fairfield #2, Chicago IL 60647. 

• Book choice of the month: Stop the Killing Train, Essays by 
Michael Albert. He's the editor of Z Magazine, and he is so right on. 
Leftist/anarchist politics and social commentary at a level that’s easy 
to understand. Lots of different topics. 

• Unlike most people, I love my hometown. If you think your town 
sucks, do something about it. 

• You can reach me at P 0 Box 3593 Columbus OH 43210 • 
angel-t-@osu.edu • 614.421.1269 
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Y ou know, looking back on some of my past columns, I 
cringe at how naive and self-occupied I seem. I feel 
the need to say something about it but I’m not sure 
what because I don’t want to apologize for or recant everything I’ve 
said. Maybe I’ll just say that I get frustrated a lot because I can’t write 
as eloquently or humorously, etc. as I wish I could and I’ve had writer’s 
block for about 6 or 7 months. And being at the age that I am and in 
the circumstances that I’m in, I’ve been doing a lot of that intensive 
“searching for and discovering who I am” junk so most of my thoughts 
have revolved around that and subsequently I've been writing a bunch 
of crappy, boring, and embarrassing columns that no one would want 
to read, most specifically in Punk Planet #12. At any rate, my new out¬ 
look on the world is that everything in my entire life is a big joke so it’s 
hard for me to get serious about it. Therefore, unless some big per¬ 
sonal catastrophe strikes me, no more of those down in the mouth, 
angst ridden journal entries will be seen here (hopefully). This column 
is going to be pretty choppy; it’s just a bunch of thoughts and ideas 
that have struck me in the two months that it took me to write it so 
buckle your seat belts and let’s go. 


Huh? 

I’m sure that I come across as an egocentric college kid but I do 
think about some whacky things sometimes. Here are some examples: 

1. Has anyone ever named their kids by number? My friend John 
and I discussed this one night last year while driving around campus 
blaring Skid Row. Skid Row always spawns so much creative thought. 
“Hey! Number 2! Take out the trash!” “Four! Clean out my guns!” 
Incidentally, I’m on this incredible coffee high because John decided 
that it would be a good idea to go to Denny’s at 3 in the morning 
(roughly 2 and a half hours ago). 

2. Can you eat so much that your stomach explodes? Or does it 
just get distended and cause you to ralph? 

3. I really hope this doesn’t sound pretentious; I just think it’s a 
kooky idea and one that seems to come up quite often in conversa¬ 
tion with John a lot (is anyone counting how many times I’ve men¬ 
tioned his name?). Anyhow, what the hell is reality and what does it 
mean? My reality could be completely different from everyone else’s in 
the world. For example, when I look at grass, I say it’s green and every¬ 
one else (except for the colorblind, of course) would agree. The little 
cones in everyone’s retinas respond the same way to that certain 
wavelength of light but what if somehow that information is processed 


completely differently in your brain so that your green actually looks like my 
purple to you but we both call it “green”? And someone else’s green grass 
is what I would call “red”? It’s not a particularly relevant idea and there is 
no way that we can prove or disprove it but I still think it’s intriguing. 

4. On a similar plane I wonder what it would be like to be crazy and to 
be fully aware of it. How would I cope with that? Or what about being crazy 
and being totally unaware of it? Maybe I’m absolutely loony tunes, how 
would I know? In my psychology class, we watched a video about this guy 
Clive who suffers from a form of amnesia due to a herpes simplex virus that 
caused irreversible brain damage. This man is unable to form any new 
memories whatsoever and remembers virtually nothing about his past. 
Literally two minutes after he finished conducting a church choir, he could 
not remember how he had gotten to the chapel or what he was doing there. 
He was also fully aware of his condition although he kept forgetting what 
caused it and he was incredibly anguished about it. I can’t even fathom 
what it would be like to have no concept of one’s identity, activities, or life. 
I can’t imagine living in the absolute present with no knowledge of my his¬ 
tory and never feeling like anything is familiar, even when you’re told that, 
say, this is your brother. I can’t picture being fully conscious, coherent, and 
intelligent but knowing nothing about myself. It gives me the willies. 



COLLEEN DISEASE 

I seem to have caught what I dub the “Colleen disease”. For some rea¬ 
son, hordes and hordes of bona fide freaks are attracted to her like serial 
killers to Michigan and (usually) harass the hell out of her. I only have a mild 
case of it so there have only been a few isolated symptomatic attacks but 
nevertheless, I’m somewhat disturbed by the fact that the only men that 
show interest in me are weirdos. And I mean WEIRDOS. 

Take, for instance, my next door neighbor. The first week I was in my 
apartment here in Champaign, I was sitting on my bed and had just pulled 
up the Venetian blinds when my neighbor walked by, glanced in, and made 
eye contact with me. My stomach sank down through my toes to the earth’s 
magma. I knew he lived next door and he had tried to be friendly with me 
previously so I was somewhat frightened because he seemed REALLY 
creepy. Sure enough, thirty seconds later there was a knock on my door. I, 
queen of stupids, opened the door with trepidation. He invited me over for a 
beer and I hedged (a lot) but finally caved in (stupid! stupid!) figuring hell, I 
was bored and none of my friends were in Champaign yet so why not go to 
a complete stranger’s apartment and possibly be chopped lip with an ax and 
barbecued? It would be exciting at least, right? Anyway, I went over there and 
he ended up telling me his entire life story. My eyebrows jerked upwards 
when he told me he was getting a divorce from his Korean wife (I’m Korean), 
they peaked a bit more when he told me his IQ was 79 (why would ANYbody 
bring that up with a stranger that s/he is trying to impress?!) but once he 
started talking about how it turned him on to see women cleaning, I knew I 
had to get the hell out of there before he spilled one of his many beers (which 
I was smart enough to not accept) and tossed a sponge at me. Throughout 
his monologue he kept insisting that he wanted nothing more than a friend¬ 
ship with me which was, for me, a sure sign that his intentions were exactly 
the opposite. Keep in mind that this was a 43 year old putting the moves on 









a 19 year old. For about 2 weeks after this spooky experience, he’d come to 
my apartment about 5 times a day, asking me to come over or to go get a 
sandwich with him. I’d always say no and I told him that he made me feel 
uncomfortable and that I would prefer that he left me alone (in the nicest 
way possible; you don’t want to rile up a mentally unstable potential serial 
rapist after all) but he still kept coming over. After a while I stopped answer¬ 
ing the door and more often than not it was blatantly obvious that I was home 
(one time I even stepped on some packing bubbles right next to the door 
while I was sneaking up to the peephole and I’m sure the explosion of pop¬ 
ping noises was clearly audible in the hallway). 

The wall between my apartment and his is thinner than paper mache 
so I can hear everything this man does or says. Every once in a while, I’ll 
overhear something that confirms my hypothesis that he is either an incon¬ 
ceivably moronic ape or simply insane. For instance, I heard him yell at his 
mom once on the telephone, “I can only read 3 words per minute! I'm prac¬ 
tically mentally retarded!” I also heard him screaming at his son, telling him 
that he was a piece of shit, that he hated him, and “I don’t give a fuck about 
you or what you do, I just want you to pay me back the hundred dollars and 
get the hell out of my life!’’ A real charming piece of work, this guy. Another 
time, I overheard him and his drug dealer friend talking about religion. At 
one point, his friend bursted over with passion, “Just because I’m a gang¬ 
ster doesn’t mean god doesn't love me!” I don’t think I even need to com¬ 
ment on that jewel of wisdom. 

A few weeks ago, I ran into Mr. O.G. himself in the hallway and he com¬ 
plimented me on my hair (why do all these nutcases find my haircut so 
appealing? My neighbor had also kept remarking about how it was so 
attractive and sophisticated). I mumbled a reply to which he said, “Wow! 
You speak such good English!” I said, “Well, I was born here.” His eyes 
widened like a dilating cervix (hm, where the hell did that come from?) and 
he exclaimed, “Really?!” I high-tailed it outta there into my apartment. Last 
week, I ran into him again, much to my chagrin. He said, “You know, I real¬ 
ly like the way you talk, you seem like a really nice person, I mean it. Could 
I buy you a Pepsi-Cola sometime?” I fled hysterically to my friends’ apart¬ 
ment, to safety. The next day of course, I bumped into him again and he 
asked if I was busy. I informed him that Imost certainly was EXTREMELY busy 
with a quick glance at my watch for good measure and practically tore my 
door affert in my desperation to escape him. He had addressed me by name 
which caused me no little amount of distress. Thankfully, we have not 
crossed paths since then though every time I approach my apartment build¬ 
ing now I’m gripped with a terrifying fear and clutch at my pepper spray like 
I’m masturbating it. 

A few days later, I was in the photo lab putting together my final pro¬ 
ject when this guy Peter walked in. He asked to look at my photos, one of 
which was an ll”xl4” print of four of my friends in various states of 
undress simulating an orgy (don’t ask). After looking at the photos he told 
me that he wouldn’t be leaving Champaign until June and that perhaps if I 
was doing any photo projects this summer, he’d be willing to be a model. 
Funny, I don’t recall mentioning anything about needing future models. 
Peter is the sort of person that stands way closer to you than is necessary, 
reads sexual content into EVERYthing (I had a photo class with him once), 
and stares you down with grotesquely invasive eyes that bore holes into your 


most sensitive areas. Jonn says he wouldn’t be one bit surprised if 
Peter had body parts in his refrigerator. 

I don’t know if I'm just getting paranoid but I'm starting to won¬ 
der why only freaks are attracted to me. There honestly has to be 
something seriously out of whack about me. Colleen (who I suspect 
infected me with her poison) and I have tried to put our heads togeth¬ 
er many a time to analyze this phenomenon but to no avail. I am fer¬ 
vently hoping that this trend will dissipate VERY RAPIDLY. 



AND PARK AVENUE LEADS TO... 


My band played our last show two days ago (Thursday May 2nd). 
We ended practice that day with a song called Memorial Day Weekend 
which I’ve always thought was an immensely sad song anyway and I 
almost lost it, the words “this is our last practice” running across my 
eyes in a neverending loop. (I know, I know; I’m TRYING to not sound 
corny.) 

The show was a hell of a lot of fun. Before our set, a couple of 
my friends from one of the bands, The Ex-Rads, and Ron (who plays 
bass in my band) and I did a sloppy, almost note-for-note cover of I 
Remember You by Skid Row which was absolutely hilarious; everyone 
waved their lighters to and fro above their heads which was a nice 
touch. Aside from the cover of Neil Sedaka’s “Breaking up is Hard to 
Do" (which Joe - the geetuirist - claims was a pure coincidence), it 
seemed like any other show we’ve ever done, my drunk friends in the 
front heckling us and Joe constantly insulting me. After we finished, I 
sort of stood off to the side of the “stage”, expecting to be over¬ 
whelmed by emotion but I felt nothing. My friends and I lingered 
around for a long time, talking to people and loading equipment. After 
a while, I kept looking around at different people thinking that I would 
never see some of them again (the last day of classes was the day 
before) and some I wouldn’t see again until September. My bandmates 
finished loading equipment and left, the members of the other bands 
finished up their cigarettes and walked towards their cars, my friends 
broke up into little groups to go home and went their separate ways. I 
got a ride with my friends Jesse and Kate and as we pulled away from 
the curb, I experienced a sense of finality and a feeling that I was leav¬ 
ing something behind. School was over, my band was no more, and 
everyone left to go about their own businesses. I felt like a complex, 
lengthy chapter had just ended with a complete sense of closure but I 
was still in the middle of the book (if that makes any sense). Since 
then, I’ve felt virtually nothing about the breakup and John keeps saying 
that he doesn’t know what the hell he’d do if he were in my situation, that 
it would drive him crazy. My friends tell me that they’re sad we broke up, 
that they’ll miss us but I have yet to break down. This band has become 
such a passion that I am really afraid of the day I start feeling lost and the 
realization that we will never play again and no one will ever hear any of 
our songs except for the one on the Core for Care comp actually manifests 
itself in my brain and punches into my gut. I am anticipating that day with 
anything but eagerness. (On a side note, I just heard a tape of the show 
and I was incredibly embarrassed to note that I was singing horribly out of 
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tune throughout the entire set Of course, there were no monitors and I 
couldn't hear a damn thing while we were playing but I still cringed at the 
hundreds of mistakes I made.) 
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Scams 

I made up a laundry scam about a month ago out of desperation. I 
had just put my clothes in the dryer when I realized I only had 2 quarters left 
(I needed 3). Somehow, this idea hit me. I ran back into my apartment and 
grabbed: a quarter, a pen, scissors, and a piece of 2-ply museum board (the 
stuff used to mount photographs on). I traced an outline of the quarter onto 
the museum board and carefully cut it out Since I’m paranoid, I wiped it off 
(to remove fingerprints) and held the - uh -"coin” by its sides. I slid it into 
the coin slot with the 2 quarters and it worked! Unfuckingbelievable! It also 
works when all 3 slots are filled with these fake quarters. You have to be 
careful though because sometimes they get stuck and trust me, it’s a bitch 
and a half to dig those fuckers out Also, museum board’s kind of expen¬ 
sive but I just happen to have a bunch laying around, useless. Once I run 
out of it, I’m going to try out some of the cheaper stuff like posterboard or 
maybe even cardboard but I don’t know yet if it will work. Another tip: cut 
out the “coins” carefully, getting the size and shape as close as you can to 
a quarter. Once, I was too sloppy and it didn’t work. 

While I’m at it, here’s another scam that surprisingly few people seem 
to know about. If you’re parked at a meter that accepts dimes, give this a 
shot. Take a penny and scrape it down on one side (I usually use the side¬ 
walk) until the diameter of the penny from the scraped side to the oppo¬ 
site side is approximately the same as that of a dime (I wish I could draw 
a diagram!The penny should sort of look like a fat U-shape). Slip that baby 
into the dime slot and turn the, urn, meter thing. Every time I’ve done this, 
I’ve gotten the maximum allowable time on the meter. Oh yeah, watch out 
while you’re sanding the penny; it gets really hot really quickly. 
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CHECK THIS OUT! 

Now time to plug stuff that I think is worthwhile. 

Books of the bi-month: First is “The Calvin & Hobbes Tenth 
Anniversary Book”. Although many of the strips in this volume can be 
found in other collections, what makes this one valuable is Bill 
Watterson’s lengthy introduction which is actually a bunch of short 
essays. He writes a lot about his feelings about comics as a medium 
and even more about the industry end of it and his struggles with it 
which caused him to throw in the towel. This, along with the insightful 
captions attached to certain strips, gave me a newfound respect for 
him as well as a greater understanding of the effort and personal con¬ 
text behind his cartoons. “Ham on Rye” is the first Charles Bukowski 
novel I’ve read that I've liked (OK,OK, it’s only the 2nd one I’ve read) 
which prompted me to borrow a collection of short stories entitled “Hot 
Water Music” which I like so far. If you don’t know anything whatsoev¬ 
er about Bukowski, think Barfly. If you haven’t seen Barfly, rent it. And 
read “Ham on Rye”. 

Films of the bi-month: Ooh, this is going to be tough. If you are 


like me and don’t like to know anything about a film before seeing it, just 
read the film titles (which will be in all caps) and skip the rest. First is TAM- 
POPO, a Japenese film directed by Juzo Itami (forgive me if I spelled his/her 
name wrong) that is all about food. There are so many themes and sub¬ 
themes in this film, it’s amazing. It satirizes a lot of Western film conven¬ 
tions and even narrows in on specific American films. It is filled with quirky 
irrelevant (but hilarious) scenes in a Slacker-ish sort of way along with the 
2 main plots (1 of which isn't really a plot). This film relates food to almost 
every aspect of life and is unbelievably funny and original. The main story 
line has to do with a woman trying to open up a noodle shop and she 
assembles a mismatched cast of characters to help her out. The other 
involves a gangster and his girlfriend who get off on using food as sexual 
aids. Please rent this severely under-recognized film right now and if you are 
not amazed and awed and laugh out loud a lot when you least expect to, I 
will cut out my tongue and eat it. THE USUAL SUSPECTS starring Kevin 
Spacey as a criminal-type (surprise surprise!) was one I looked forward to 
for a long time. Unfortunately, I have a mind-blowingly horrible memory for 
facts pertaining to films so I can’t remember the other actors' (or even the 
director’s!) names right now except for Stephen Baldwin. Yeah, I know I 
suck. I know that one of them was one of the main characters in Laws of 
Gravity (the one that buys the gun) and was the main villain in (wince!) The 
Mask whose girl was wooed away by Jim Carrey. Uh, anyway, the plot 
involves a botched “robbery” attempt told by Spacey’s character to some 
guy that has something to do with the law (prosecutor maybe?). In other 
words, much of the film is comprised of flashbacks, some of which could 
have been real, many (or all?) of which were probably made up. There are 
a lot of little details and clues that you don’t catch until the 2nd or 3rd view¬ 
ings and i would say that the time investment would be worth it 

Bands of the bi-month: I know The Dillinger 4 has been overzealously 
praised within the pages of Punk Planet but holy shit do they kick some seri- 
uos ass. The only written description of them I could give (fast, extremely 
catchy, melodic punk with honest lyrics and amazing talent) does them no 
justice. And oh boy do you have to see them live. Their sumo wrestling ses¬ 
sions and Patrick’s blue pubic hair definitely perk up any dreary day of the 
year. That could possibly sound like disgusting macho posturing but if you’re 
reasonably open-minded and have a twisted sense of humor, you’ll wonder 
if you’ve died and gone to - well, that’s an exaggeration. Unfortunately, I 
don’t have their address at work (where I’m typing this) but, uh, they're from 
Minneapolis. Mineral is one of the thousands of bands I’ve seen in the past 
2 months but were only 1 of few that blew me away. Their music is alter¬ 
nately beautiful and hard & aggressive and the singer's voice, in the words 
of my friend Jenni, “makes me want to cry.” The songs I’ve heard off their 
7” are fucking incredible. Don’t have their address either. 

WHAT THE HELL AM I THINKING? 

Since I don't have a band any more, I need to find something else to 
divert my attention from my 20,000 other interests and today it hit me. 
There are always tons of bands that I see or hear, books and zines I read, 
films that I see, and interesting facts I leam that I want to share with every¬ 
body in the world but really can’t. I don't want to waste column space 












reviewing everything I’ve come across so I thought I’d do a little side-project 
zine with all that stuff in it. Not only will I not waste ink in PP (or bore peo¬ 
ple to death), there would be no limitations (such as not being able to 
underline or italicize without it being a pain in the ass, not being able to 
make little doodles, etc.) most of which exist for my column because I have 
to use e-mail to send it to Dan. By the time you read this column, the first 
issue will be out. If you want a copy of it, send me either a stamp, some¬ 
thing for trade, or a nice letter/message. This new project is tentatively titled 
Kimchi and is going to be fairly simple and quickly produced and contain 
info about the things I experience and encounter in the next 2 months that 
I do not think is fitting for my next column. I plan to put one out each time 
a Punk Planet comes out just because that makes sense to me. 

If you want to write to me or if your band wants to play in Champaign- 
Urbana, here are the addresses. Please make note of the new snail mail 
address, effective early August. 

812 W. Illinois * Urbana, IL 61801 or the same ol’ e-mail address: k- 
bae@students.uiuc.edu 



f ’m just going to talk about bands a lot this issue - starting with 
the Rhythm Pigs. I was first turned on to Rhythm Pigs a month 
or so ago. I don't know where the hell I’ve been all this time, so 
don’t ask me. I got their new album Baby Falcon Getaway (on Cool Beans! 
Records) and a predictable routine began. Wake up, turn on CD player 
which contains Rhythm Pigs CD, press “play”, press “repeat” (in case I don’t 
have to go to work). Turn volume up. Press “pause” while talking to temp 
agencies on the telephone. Unpause. Make coffee. Later: come home, turn 
on light, turn on CD player which contains Rhythm Pigs CD, press “play". 
You get the idea. I’m not sure how long this went on, but it was longer than 
average as far as album obsessions go. 

I don’t think the record would have this kind of staying power if it 
weren't for the wild stylistic range. There are 15 songs. One, Mikros 
Aravonaistika, is an electrified cover of a Greek folk song. One is a Hardcore 
version on Gordon Lightfoot's Sundown. Pennies is original - it’s a beauti¬ 
fully sweet but completely unsappy ballad-like thing. There are lots of real¬ 
ly rocking originals on the album, too, like Retail Sucker and Ass B/t/n' Dog. 
It’s a great record and it covers a hell of a lot of ground. 

I was fortunate enough to see Rhythm Pigs play the Red Room here in 
New York. I already knew that they could play (and sing), so I wasn’t sur¬ 
prised when they kicked ass live. But I kind of forgot that there are only 
three of them. There aren’t any studio tricks involved - they fill up all the 
space that needs to get filled up. They’re great to watch simply because 
they play so well. But better yet, they’re funny as fuck. 

I had a chance to talk to Ed Ivey (bass and vocals) after their set. I 


commented on the band's sense of humor and Ed said something 
about the fact that he’s turning 34 soon. That made sense to me. 
Punk Fucking Rock or not, you can’t take yourself too seriously for too 
long. Well, of course you can. But the novelty will wear off. It’s one 
thing to wear Urban Outfitters’ fake blue collar uniform shirts and sneer 
at coffee shop counter people when you’re still hovering around ado¬ 
lescence, but who’s going to put up with it when you’re 28? Nobody, 
and so they shouldn’t. Anyway, Ed went on to explain that he grew up 
in a musical family and played and sang a lot as a kid. Currently, in 
addition to the Rhythm Pigs, Ed plays in an Arabic pop band and a 
country band. All of this helps explain why Rhythm Pigs aren’t limited 
by the cultish purism that plagues so many bands. 

I asked about the unusual covers; in addition to Mikros 
Aravonaistika , and Sundown , they do a Merle Haggard song and a real¬ 
ly loud cool version of a song from the old Peanuts cartoons. “Our 
requirement for covers,” he said, “is that they be obscure, or pretty 
twistable.” He went on to say that Mikros Aravonaistika is getting air¬ 
play in Greece. “It’s hard to get airplay in Greece,” he said. I myself 
have never tried but do not doubt it. 

Rhythm Pigs are based in San Francisco and have been in exis¬ 
tence since 1983. Ed plays bass (including electric upright) and sings. 
Schmeckie, who has been with the band since 1991, plays guitar and 
sings. Ed and Schmeckie write songs together. Magnus Fleischmann 
(from Munich, Germany) plays drums. 

The Baby Falcon Getaway Tour may be over by the time you read 
this, but keep your eyes open for Rhythm Pigs, and check out their 
records. 

I’ve gotten totally hooked on a local band called Three To Six 
Inches. They rock. Lisa Woodley, the lead singer, reminds me pleas¬ 
antly of Siouxie and RJ. but definitely has her own sound. The rhythm 
section (James Woodley on bass and William Z. Bubb on drums) is 
funky (as in James Brown) and the effect is really powerful. Prema 
Seveer plays guitar. Her playing is really melodic and understated and 
cool. When I asked the band who wrote their killer songs, I expected 
to hear that one or two people in the band come up with them, but 
they actually write them as a group. It starts with a bassline. How cool 
is that? I just saw them last night and they’re incredibly tight. They're 
based in New Brunswick, New Jersey but they play New York a lot, and 
must be seen. They’re coming out with a six-song CD, “As long as I 
don’t. . . “ that should be out by the time you read this: available 
from 3 to 6 Inches, RO. Box 1358, Highland Park NJ 08904. They 
have a page on the “Brunsfest” website. The address is 
www.brunsfest.com/music/326.html. You can also email the band at 
wood ley@rci. rutgers.edu. 

Another band I have checked out recently is The Angie Band. 
They’re a trio based in New York. I’m starting to think that a lot of the 
best bands are trios. The Angie Band’s original songs are really quirky 
and cool, and they’re completely lacking in stuck-up we're-so-cool- 
we’re-a-band attitude, which is refreshing. Needless to say. Their 
sound is hard to categorize; it has a kind of universal rock appeal. 
Sometimes it’s really hard edged - sometimes it’s not, but it always 
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has a certain rawness that I really like. Mike Warholic plays bass, and 
Jimmy Ellsworth plays drums, Darin Ellsworth plays guitar and sings. 
Yes, they’re brothers. Check them out. 

In other music news, yours truly, Leah Ryan, have recently pur¬ 
chased an excellent Fender re-issue tube amp. I use the word “pur¬ 
chase” loosely - I put it on plastic, of course. In any case, I’ve dusted 
off my old Telecaster and I've been practicing religiously. Who knows 
where this will lead. Film at eleven. 

This has been a big month for me rock-wise. I met my long-time 
idol, Patti Smith, a few weeks ago. I went to Shakespeare and 
Company here in New York where Patti was doing a book-signing. I was 
standing on line in my $15 thrift-store leopard coat and I said to my 
friend, “Fuck. I’m about to meet Patti Smith. What the fuck do I say?” 
and he said something like “Tell the truth.” Oh, yeah. Right. So I get 
up there and there’s Patti, larger than life. I said something like, “Hey 
Patti. You saved my life when I was 15.” Patti said something akin to 
“I didn’t save your....whatever. I don’t know what to say. I’m just really 
impressed with your coat.” Wow. 

Violation Fez #5 (the drug issue) will be out a few days from this 
writing. Send your dollar now to Violation Fez, c/o Leah Ryan, PO Box 
2228, Times Square Station, New York, NY, 10108. 



M y shrink is a funny guy. Somewhere in between ha-ha 
and strange. 

This occurred to me today while he was trying to 
get me to explain what the difference is between the crowds at a gay dance 
club and a typical punk rock show. 

I didn’t even bother trying to describe all the various subdivisions of 
punk rock, to tell him how the emo kids were different from the crusties and 
the pop punks were barely on speaking terms with the Olympia art crew and 
how the whole bunch of them represented an amorphous mishmash with 
no visible sense of purpose or direction other than dressing up in their spe¬ 
cific costumes and getting high and/or laid. 

Perhaps you can see, then, what I’m getting at: how different is this 
from the scene at a dance club, gay or straight? I mean, you and I might 
say right away that the music is totally different, but bear in mind that to a 
middle-aged guy like my shrink, all this modern pop music sounds pretty 
much the same, pretty much the way your kid brother’s Barney songs all 
sound alike to you. 

The reason this whole dance club vs. the punk rock scene issue came 
up was my casual remark that while I enjoyed going to dance clubs and 
jumping around like a hyperactive monkey, I rarely if ever talked to anyone 


there, and for the most part found the people unattractive and not espe¬ 
cially interesting. 

True, I don’t talk to people much at punk rock shows either (except for 
the inevitable person or three who is like, “Hey, you're that guy who writes 
for Punk Planet / works for that record label / is in the Potatomen, etc....). 
But I do find the surroundings a bit more congenial, and the people at least 
marginally more interesting and attractive. 

Why, you might wonder, is this a topic for discussion with a shrink (or, 
for that matter, a column?). Well, it seems that one of the many mental 
ailments afflicting me is a general malaise with regard to both my life and 
the general mass of people in it. Or, as Bob Dylan once neatly summarized, 
“...now people just get uglier, and I have no sense of time.” 

Timing I’ve always lacked, and time - well, I haven’t worn a wristwatch 
since 1968, so you can infer how crucial I think that is - but it is truly dis¬ 
turbing to feel as though all the beautiful people have taken a powder or 
(more likely) are hanging out somewhere else and deliberately keeping it a 
secret from me. 

As usual, my shrink says (he would, too) it’s probably more a question 
of my attitude than any likelihood of the entire human race suddenly mor¬ 
phing into grotesque dolts and idiots, so that’s why he’s questioning me in 
considerable detail about what I think and feel when I’m around people. 

He wants to know, for example, why I don’t find most people my own 
age attractive (obviously I hate myself), why I think most people in their 20s 
and 30s are more boring than my parents (perhaps because it was in their 
20s and 30s that my parents learned to be boring?) and why most 
teenagers depress the hell out of me because while some of them still show 
potential, it’s so obvious that all but a handful will squander it so quickly that 
they'll never even realize what they might have had, except, possibly, just 
prior to getting shoveled into their grave. 

Clearly there are some elements of negativity at work here, which 
should make me right at home in the punk camp, but of course I’m not. 
I've never felt I belonged anywhere, which probably explains why I keep end¬ 
ing up in one subculture after another of rejects and misfits. And of course 
it doesn’t stop there, because sooner or later I’ll realize I don’t fit in with the 
misfits, usually right about the time I’m getting rejected by the rejects, which 
in theory should add up to a plus (since two negatives supposedly equal a 
positive) but seldom ever does. 

OK, you probably want to know why I’m going to a shrink anyway. Isn’t 
that a form of selling out, since punk rockers are supposed to be fucked up? 
What if he succeeds in helping me become better adjusted? Will I have to 
abandon any remaining pretense of being part of the punk subculture? 

Well, the reason I go to a shrink is that for most of my life I’ve suffered 
from severe depression. Not just the kind you get when someone dumps you 
or you don’t get picked for the baseball team or your band gets laughed or 
spit at, but a crippling, sometimes even life-threatening form of depression. 

For example, I would estimate that out of the last 20 years of my life, 
I’ve spent at least 5 years barely, if at all able to function. I mean things 
like sitting in my room for days at a time, not answering the phone or the 
door, barely eating or sleeping, doing absolutely nothing, really, except feel¬ 
ing very, very bad. 

Sometimes when I'm like that, I can get certain things done, like writ- 








ing, or playing my guitar; sometimes I can even do the work Pm supposed 
to do at my job. But only in the best of times am I able to have normal 
social interactions with other people, and only in the super-best of times am 
I actually able to enjoy it. 

Depression is a pretty fashionable illness these days, so naturally Pm 
reluctant to even mention it, for fear of being thought a bandwagon-jumper 
or (horrors) just another face in the crowd. But whether you call it an illness 
or a state of mind or just a lack of mental discipline (as Pm sure my Catholic 
school nuns and very possibly my dad would), there’s no denying the impact 
that it has had upon me. I’ve been close to suicide more times than I can 
count, ever since my late teens, and I’ve been depressed even longer than 
that, going all the way back, as near as I can remember, to when I was 9. 

One difference between me and many other people suffering from 
depression is that I refuse to take drugs for it. I know that drugs have 
helped some people, but for me personally, the way I see it is that I spent 
much of my adult life taking a variety of legal and (mostly illegal) drugs. I 
don’t take anything stronger than coffee or alcohol now, and I prefer it that 
way. Perhaps Pm being stubborn, but if Pm going to get better, Pm going to 
do it under my own power, and with as clear a head as possible. 

One thing people have a hard time understanding is that there's not 
necessarily any connection between your personal circumstances and your 
mental state. Sometimes they even get mad at me, saying things like, 
“How can you possibly feel sorry for yourself? Look at you, you’ve got an 
excellent job, you make more money than most people, you play in a band, 
you've got way more free time than the average person, people look up to 
you and admire you... etc. etc...”) 

I try to explain that all that stuff doesn’t make a heck of a lot of dif¬ 
ference. I was depressed when I was poor and homeless and a nobody, 
and Pm depressed now. The only differences are that I have a little more 
time to think about it (in earlier years most of my waking hours were occu¬ 
pied with the necessities of survival) and that now I can afford to try and do 
something about it. 

Will it do any good? It’s hard to say. Pm not naturally a very optimistic 
person; my religious background taught me that most people are destined 
straight for hell, and much of my life experience so far leads me to believe 
that the best I can hope for is a sort of stability, where Pm not necessarily 
thrilled to be alive, but at the same time, I don’t spend most of my days fig¬ 
uring out the most painless (and of course romantic) way to end it all. 

At the same time, I've transformed myself so many times, and so rad¬ 
ically, over the course of the last several decades, that Pm inclined to think 
anything is possible, even the most unlikely seeming transformation of all, 
that of miserable old me becoming a genuinely happy person. 

I write this stuff for a couple reasons. One is that it’s cheaper than 
telling it to my shrink (I’ll probably show him this column, though), and the 
other is that I know without having to ask that a fair number of people read¬ 
ing this will be suffering from similar problems. I don’t know if I have any 
specific advice for you, since everybody’s needs are different; what works 
for me might be totally useless for you, and vice-versa. 

I guess what I do want to say is that you shouldn’t feel guilty for the 
way you feel, and above all, you shouldn’t let other people decide for you 
which feelings are good and appropriate and which aren’t. There are things 


you can do. They might involve shrinks or medication or new physical 
or mental activities; they might just be finding new ways to look at 
yourself and the world around you. 

One of the great saving graces for me has been having music and 
writing to pour my soul into. I can’t recommend strongly enough that 
if you have things you feel or care passionately about, no matter how 
much they might hurt or even terrify you, use them, make them into 
something that’s a bit more beautiful and precious than what already 
exists in the world. Maybe it’s a little pretentious, but I'd like to quote 
from one of my own songs about how this has worked for me: 

The highway that winds through the back of my mind 
Leads me down through the times when I was hoping to find 
A reason for living or just to carry on 
Or fragments of meaning I could turn into song... 

I don’t know if any of us ever gets a surefire reason for living, or 
if the most we can hope for is the occasional glimpse if not grasp of 
those evanescent fragments of meaning that, like moonlight in a for¬ 
est, provide just enough illumination to keep us more or less on the 
path. But take those fragments, and do turn them into song or story 
or painting or dance or maybe just a kind word to a stranger who’s 
even more lost than you. It may not be much, but it just may be the 
best we can do, and really, what more is there to life than that? 


S ummer once again. Last weekend I went to NYC, the 
weekend before that I went to Montana. Montana’s 
a lot bigger, the part of New York I always end up in 
seems like it isn’t any bigger than Olympia. Saw lots of people I hadn’t 
seen in a while, and I few I never expected to ever see again, like a girl 
I used to have a crush on who moved away from Oly like 8 years ago 
or something. I didn’t say hi, didn’t see a reason to. Nice to know she’s 
still alive and looking well though, I guess. New York makes me into a 
real liberal, walking around thinking how glad I am that there is a gov¬ 
ernment to provide building inspectors, safety inspectors, public trans¬ 
portation, public parks, public assistance, etc. The moon was full, 
bright, and huuuuge. Saw some good rock shows too. Learned a new 
stupid joke. I read poetry, or rather did “spoken word” at a vintage 
clothing store with a bunch of other people, and it was totally inspiring. 
Went to visit a record label that only puts out poetry and spoken word 
records and that was extra super inspiring. I’m really into that shit and 
can’t wait to spend more time on it as I get too old to rock. 

Montana was super-super rad. That’s where I grew up. The dog 
loved it too. I’m finally old enough that my relatives have all come to 



to 

CJ1 










terms with my life and I’ve come to terms with their idiosyncrasies so 
now it is literally one big happy family, at least as far as I'm con¬ 
cerned. So peaceful. And amazing amounts of stars if you get away 
from the lights. Made me feel very conservative, bummed that there 
is a government filled with big-city folks who want to mess with the 
way people live, take away their guns, etc. Just kidding. Still, I grew 
up in Montana, got my first gun when I was 12, you can take the boy 
out of the woods, but you can’t take the woods out of the boy, etc. 
etc. etc. But you know, public grazing policy in this country is fucked 
up, old-growth logging needs to stop, strip-mines suck and the 
freemen are bogus. 

My band Refect Refect is going on tour starting on June 11th 
so by the time you read this it is probably over with. I’m super ner¬ 
vous, I’m not sure if I still remember how to rock. 10 years of sit¬ 
ting behind a desk has really fucked up my back. 12 years of smok¬ 
ing has fucked up my throat, lungs, and so on. Everybody every¬ 
where we go will hate us, and that’s cool with me. 

How come punk isn’t dangerous anymore? How come most 
punks try to dismiss or avoid challenging, argumentative, angry, or 
innovative music and ways of thinking and being and opt for nice safe 
music about girls that broke the singer boy’s heart and punk scenes 
that are based on retro styling and identification instead of fucking shit 
up? 
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FYI: Kill Rock Stars is no longer advertising in Maximum Rock n’ 
Roll, or sending them promos. It was a difficult decision to make, and 
those of us who work here made it as a group decision. We felt like 
MRR isn't representing what we believe in as far as what punk rock is 
all about and that they are extremely hypocritical about the whole 
issue of conflict/discourse/personal attacks in print. Basically, they can 
dish it out but they can't take it and it’s a lame double standard. And 
their editorial policy is exclusive and stupid and lame. We don’t think 
they are practicing censorship, that’s not the word for it, they just have 
a lame editorial policy and some real irresponsible journalism going on 
over there, that’s all. 

Don’t know what else to say except if you want something cool to 
happen around you, make it happen, and good luck. 


YOU CAN LEARN TO 

be the cool kid 

everybody wants a 
piece of... like 

gA Josh 
Hooten 
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ENJOY THIS FASCINATING HOBBY 

■ train for a profitable career 




■ othing like turbulence to put your life into per- 
0 spective for you. I’ve flown enough miles in my 

0 wM 23 years to have circled the earth a dozen 
times over, and without fail, I always convince myself that this 
take-off will be my last. Take-off scares me in a rollercoaster kind 


of way, but not in a way with any real concern over my survival. There’s 
something very comforting about the prospect of dying in a plane 
crash. Something beautiful, in an avante garde kind of way, if you 
think crawling out of burning wreckage while writing bad poetry is 
beautiful. The violent, inevitable collision of technology and the 
human body. I’ve got one thing to say to my Futurist brothers and sis¬ 
ters; Keep on truckin’. And you know what? Hex is right, there is 
something funky about the air in here. 

Coincidentally, or perhaps not, it's on this same flight that I find 
myself pondering the 21st century applicability of early 20th century 
Italian revolutionary art movements, and meeting Dennis Rodman for 
the first time. I read that last sentence over about 3 dozen times, so 
trust me when I tell you it makes sense. It just so happened that 
Rodman and I had booked the same flight out of Chicago the day after 
our guest lecturing talks at the Ex-Boyfriends of Madonna 
Convention... 

You’re seeing right through this one aren’t ya’ slick? Scoreboard 
says one to one. 


...HELLNOFX-RAYSPECS... 

My upstairs neighbors ran off to Michigan for a few weeks, so 
my roommate and I snuck up to watch their cable T.V., and consume 
their perishables. We flipped around trying to find the Playboy chan¬ 
nel, but with no luck. Damn. Equally disappointed, Kim and I con¬ 
tinue our search for something non-network to watch. Home 
Shopping, Infomercial, Home shopping, Infomercial, M.T.V. “You 
want to watch this?” Yeah, why not says I, I’m sitting near the 
phone, with my wallet in my pocket, and that food dehydrator is 
starting to tempt me. Too broke, and too weak to deny myself even 
the minutest of physical pleasures (so many pills, so little time) I 
decide the only way to stay out of the poorhouse is to change the 
channel. M.T.V it is. Watching M.T.V is such a weird phenomenon. 
You don’t want to do it because you know you’re not going to see 
anything you like, and if you do, you’re not going to be happy about 
seeing it on M.T.V. Such was the case on this fine warm day. The 
newish video for the newish Rage Against the Machine hit cassingle 
“Bulls on Parade” came on, and always curious, and anxious to work 
myself into an ethical tizzy via mass-culture, I decided to check it 
out. Blah, blah, come with it now, blah, blah, head shot of Zach 
(Sack anyone?), boys looking tough, blah, blah, come with it now, 
blah, blah, live footage, blah, blah, WHOA! Rewind! What the..? I 
look down at the Los Crudos shirt I’m wearing (sporting anyone?), 
stare at it for a few seconds, trying to burn an after image into my 
retina, then I look back at the television. Blah, blah, come with it 
now, blah blah, live footage, THERE IT IS AGAIN!!! Sack De La Roche 
(or whatever the fuck his name is) is wearing the same Los Crudos 
shirt I’m wearing!!! Right there on M.T.V!!! 

Let’s get one thing straight and out in the open. I am a fascist, 
plain and simple. I have a set of rules that I, if empowered, would 
ruthlessly enforce upon the whole of humanity. One of those rules is 
that Sack and all the other radio-friendly-punk-used-to-be’s would not 












be allowed to make pandering attempts for street cred by sporting 
(wearing anyone?) T-shirts of punk supergroups in their videos. Sorry 
boys, when you signed up for the royal treatment you cashed in your 
chips. Los Crudos, even in T-shirt form, has nothing to do with you or 
your purchasable politics (they ain’t cutting out the f-word for radio 
edits), so just accept that you traded up the privilege of representing 
great punk bands for the privilege of riding in that air conditioned bus. 
Don’t look back, it’s embarrassing, and you should know better. 

...BeastieBoysLifeTime... 

I guess I could sit here and fawn over the brilliance of Louisvilles 
CHURCH OF ASTRONAUTS, and their new 7” out on Ghetto Defendant, 
or perhaps show you how goddamn well connected I am by cassually 
mentioning my inclusion in a highly secretive and highly tauted 
Cerebellum HQ sneak preview sampling of the soon-to-be released 
IMPETUS INTER full-length, or all out pander about the landmark 
achievement reached by HELL NO with the release of Adios 
Armeggedon, but this ain’t no Hake column, so I won’t bother. Did I 
mention The Great Unraveling? 

...EyeForAnEyeHateGodHeadSilo—are you catching on yet? 

By the time you read this the 1995-96 NBA season will be over, 
and the Chicago Bulls will have eliminated the Seattle SuperSonics in 
the NBA finals and will have been crowned world champions once 
again. The excitement of basketball will have ended, and a summer of 
boring-ass baseball games will have taken full hold of the guys who 
used to harrass you in high school's attention spans. And sadly, Pat 
West will be dead. It’s not so much a question of if he’ll kill himself 
when the Bulls eliminate the Sonics, so much a question of how he’ll 
do himself in. Some think he’ll emolate himself on a bed of burning 
Anthony Mason emblazoned Change Zines. Why the Anthony Mason 
issue, and not the more current one? Because the most current one 
is surely sold out do to the highly volatile and confrontational interview 
with Commodity of course. If you haven’t checked it out yet, do so and 
witness Tony and myself frustrate West into a blathering idiot with our 
razor wit, and cutting satire. Of course blathering idiot isn’t much of a 
stretch with West... 

...ReaganYouthofTodayistheDay... 

Standing and watching, I mention standing because I feel like 
I’ve been doing it for a week straight, standing and watching Unwound 
set-up after way too much time spent standing and watching opening 
bands open...FUCKINGPLAYALREADY!!! Looking around at the mostly 
indie rock crowd, watching the mostly indie rock bands open, I’ve 
come to the conclusion that indie rock is all about singers who inten¬ 
tionally can’t sing, and intentionally have absolutely horrible hair and 
clothes. Folks, as Bryon Finn put it so eloquently, you may think it’s 
fun now, but soon the kitsch thing is going to wear off and you’re 
going to be embarrassed that you made yourself up to look that way. 
You can trust Bryon on that one. He used to frequent Connecticut 
Roller Rinks wearing a lime green thong, a propeller hat, and a tool 


belt with two cordless drills hanging low like six shooters, a peri¬ 
od he’s none too proud of. Trust him. Fix the do. Loose the pimp 
coats. Anyways, Unwound go on, thank God, and they show 
everyone a thing or two about keeping it real, while I kind of zone 
out into an out of body kind of experience kind of thing, staring 
at Justin, then over to Vern, then over to Sara, and on around the 
stage, spotting Vanessa of Samuel fame over next to the amps, 
and back to Justin, falling passionetely in love a few times along 
the way. We all want to think we’ve got something to offer. 
Something worth someone else’s time. Our wants and needs are 
so blandly predictable. Dumb little boys and girls all over America 
think and feel the same things as you and I. We all want the 
same things. We all want something real. We all want to feel it. 

I want what you want what she wants what all of them over there 
want. And it’s all about ourselves. We’ve got the same boring 
sentiments to offer. So predictable. My next tattoo is just going 
to come right out and show all my cards at once. I’m sick of this 
masquerading around with false concern and sensitivity. I’m sick 
of people thinking I give a fuck about their wants and needs. 
Yeah sure. Let’s talk about records. Let’s talk about work. Let’s 
talk about sex baby, let’s talk about you and me, let’s just nod 
and keep walking, O.K? My next tattoo is going to say 
“Me,Me,Me.” 

...GameFacetoFaceValue... 

From time to time in my life I’ve laid down cold hard cash for 
records that, in hind sight, I’m not particularly proud to have laid 
down cold hard cash for. We've all done it. Some of us live with 
the guilt and the fear. Some of us burn those records in a ritual¬ 
istic....urn...ritual in order to cleanse the soul of those ill-pur¬ 
chased, stereophonic skeletons in our hi-fi closets. Some of 
us...well actually none of us other than myself I guess make our 
record store indiscretions a public matter in order to try and free 
ourselves (myself) from this burden of humility. What the fuck am 
I getting at anyways...here’s a list of records I thought would be 
cool, but later on found out only a fucking moron would pay for. 
Here’s my list. Demons out! 

1. MINDFUNK. If you don't remember who Mindfunk 
was...GOOD! It was to Pat Dubar of Uniform Choice, what 
Junkyard was to Brian Baker. Mindfunk played a kind of funk 
metal, with a Cult feel. This was right after Pat traded in his X’s 
for XTC. The second record even had an acid stamp for cover art 
if I remember correctly. Oh yes. Oh yes it sucked whale nuts. 
What the fuck was I thinking? Mindfunk? What the hell kind of 
name is that anyways? The deal was this. I was living in Germany 
at the time and had a grand total of zero friends that were even 
remotely interested in punk or hardcore. I also was not able to 
get any zines, or outside info at all about music. I was more or 
less buying music by bands whose names I was finding on other 
bands thanks lists, or bands that I would occasionally see a 
write-up about in German music magazines. Of course to this day 
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I can’t read a word of the language, but they had a nice way of 
always spelling out the bands names in all caps, along with list¬ 
ing the former bands of the current bands members. I saw 
Mindfunk, I saw a bunch of words I couldn’t understand, I saw 
Par Dubar, some more words I couldn’t understand, then I saw 
Uniform Choice. I should have read a bit further down where it 
mentioned that one of the other guys was in Celtic Frost, had I 
done so perhaps I wouldn’t be in this mess right now, but you 
know me (no you don’t) I'm an impulse shopper. So here we are. 
That record...urn...sucked. Did anyone else ever hear about or 
witness a Uniform Choice show during which, when the band 
would play “Screaming for Change” the more clever members of 
the audience would throw coins at Dubar? I heard Pat West tried 
to get Uniform Choice to play a one-off reunion show to try and 
raise money to get Change Zine out of debt, and the benefit was 
called “Screaming for Change.” Did anyone else hear about that? 

2. DAGNASTY. Field Day. It hurts me to have to put this, one 
of my all time favorite bands, on a list of this nature. But it hurts 
me worse to listen to that shitty fucking record so fuck em. They 
weren’t the real Dag Nasty at that point anyways so fuck em. 
Lyrics like “here on the beach the urge to enjoy herbal refresh¬ 
ments becomes overwhelming, I should be writing songs, power¬ 
ful songs that will make us money and put us on the charts...”. 
Wow. Powerful stuff. Angst ridden. Pissed at the world. Who the 
fucks got time to sit on the beach and ponder herbal refresh¬ 
ment? ROCKSTARS. Fuck em. There’s a song on that record 
called “Dear Mrs. Touma.” The song is about how some kid the 
singer knew got run over by a car, and there’s a part where the 
lyrics say u \ walked upstairs into the kitchen, saw a piece of 
birthday cake, and I heard my mother crying.” So let me just tell 
you when my brother and I first heard that little poetic gem we 
were so stricken by it’s high cheese factor and songwriting inep¬ 
titude that from then on we referred to all substandard lyrics as 
“Birthday Cake Lyrics.” A far cry from Can I Say, if I dare say. 

3. Everything I ever bought by YOUTHOFTODAY. Never 
like it. Couldn’t figure out why I kept buying it. I guess I really 
wanted to like it, but they weren’t helping me out at all. Did any 
one else see the video for the pro-vegetarian song “No More?” 
How about Ray slam dunking that hamburger into the trash can? 
Speaking of corny, Christ man, those guys take the birthday cake. 
Oh hey, that reminds me, if anybody out there is interested, I’m 
starting a self-help group for recovering 20 something ex-straight 
edgers. It’ll be a group where we all meet and discuss the pent 
up guilt we all have about losing our edge, and the fear of being 
exposed by others, as well as a place we can all go and talk 
about how silly we feel now, years later. Get in touch. I’m already 
working on T-shirts. They’ll be done up in the classic straight¬ 
edge collegiate lettering, and on the front they’ll say “EX EX EX 
STRAIGHT EDGE EX EX EX” and on the back they’ll say “WAS 
THEN. AREN’T NOW. TRUE FOR A WHILE." or perhaps the back 


will just say “NO MORE.” Let me know if you want one. I’m not 


sure what they'll cost yet. 

4. Suicidal Tendencies. “How will I laugh tommorrow 
when I can't even smile today?” All I wanted was a decent fol¬ 
low up, and they wouldn’t give it to me, just one follow up, 
but they wouldn’t give it to me, just a follow-up. There is no 
real debating the fact that Suicidals first album was one of 
the best records the world has ever seen. That first record 
was so good that I’m willing to let “Join the Army” slide. I’m 
willing to chalk up “Join the Army" as a sophomore slump. But 
“How will I laugh..." is so goddamn horrible it makes me won¬ 
der if the first record was pure luck. Is it possible that the 
men responsible for the classic “I Shot Reagan” are also 
responsible for the 4 minutes of pure aural torture provided 
us by “Suicyco Mania?” Is that possible? It doesn't seem 
possible, but then again Glenn Danzig penned a number of 
classics in his day, but then went on to inflict upon the world 
“Mother” and even worse (and lacking any good reason) 
“Mother, 92” or 95, or whenever he decided to write the 
same song a few years later and try to cash in on what was 
a bad song to begin with. But I can’t really hold Suicidal 
Tendencies responsible for not living up to the undeniable 
glory of their first record. I mean shit, what were they sup¬ 
posed to do? Somehow top themselves with a better record? 
Not possible. The S.T. situation actually became the poster 
band situation for other groups. I call it the Suicidal 
Syndrome. Basically that’s when a band puts out an 
absolutely, undeniably perfect record, and then has to live 
with that stigma the rest of their careers while they try in vain 
to put out another one. I mean think about it. If “Join the 
Army” was their first album we may not have thought it 
sucked so bad. It’s just that having to follow the first one is 
the hardest gig on earth. Youth Brigade suffers from this syn¬ 
drome. Dag Nasty. Kool and the Gang. The list goes on. Some 
we can forgive. Some put out so many shitty records, the bad 
outweighed the good. So it goes. Dear ALL, please throw in 
the towel already. 

Gotta run kids. I like getting letters, especic 
ones of unabashed flattery and praise, so keep 
em coming (i actually haven't gotten 
any of those yet). Anyone 
interested in my Straight 
Edge shirts let me know. 

Thank you and 
goodnight. 219A 

SPRING STREET, MED¬ 
FORD MA., 02155. 
e.mail to astro- 
comm@aol.com. 
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The people responsible for Commodity Zine are making their services available to you. We design like nobodies business. Check 
Commodity, Punk Planet, the Rorshach “Autopsy" CD, and the 1.6 Band "Broke Up” CD for proof. We're very reasonable when it 
comes to money. We know you don’t have any, but we can probably work something out. We can handle CD’s, 7 inches, Shirts, 
LP’s, whatever. We know what we’re doing. We’re nice. Call the Parlor and we’ll talk shop. (617) 396-1787. E.Mail to 
Astrocomm@aol.com, snail mail to 219A Spring Street, Medford, MA. 02155 

The new Commodity will be out in a couple of monthes. It is sooo freakin nice. Hell No, Lifetime, Gameface, Satanic Surfers, The 
Make-Up, The Elegents, and a veritable plethora of other stuff. Hang in there, we’re working on it. 



Debut 7” Out Now 

iplete package includes four I lxl 
>sters and a whole mess o’ sticker: 


P.O. Box 443 Oxford, MS 38655 

http://wvw.watervalley.net/users/anewt 
/ cooters/index.html a 


PELADO RECORDS 
Presents: 

Two new 7" 

DEAD END KIDS 
"ELVIS" 

The new 3 song 7" is on 3 different 
colors of paper, grey, blue, green. 

'l ake tlie Dead Kennedy’s guitar 
sound and mix with early 80’s 
O.C./L.A. bands like I SOL, Circle 
Jerks etc. k you have Florida's 
D1A1) I NI) KIDS 
Also check out Harrisburg PA's 

The PROSTITUTES 

Also 3 songs, 'l ake the Katnones, 
Pagans, Sex Pistols k stick cm’ with 
the new bands on the block like the 
Stitches, lllanks 77, Spent Idols 
and you get where the 
PROS 1TTUTLS are coining from. 

PELADO RECORDS 
521 W. Wilson #11202 
Cost Mesa, CA 92627 
USA 

Prices U.S. $3.50 
Can/Mex $4.50 
World $5.50 

Or both for $6U.S, $8Can/Mex, $10 
world, US fund only. Cash, 
moneyorder to Patrick Grindstaff 
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lumberjack is a multi-purpose record dealer into makin 
records cheap for the kids, we cater to mom & pop stores 
with a large selection and good fast service, we export to 
all the corners of the globe, all our mailorder goes out right 
away, no long waits, and our store takes care of the dc 
locals, so write for a catalog or stop on by. 


distribution 


mailorder 




N« 


export 


post box 6332 falls church 


va 22040 usa 



Hiftlft! 




CONVERSION RECORDS 



phone 703/533.2175 tax 703/533.9735 
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we carry these and a hundred other crazy labels 




Darefo Defy/S. F.A 
Dead Peoptb Make The. 
HERE WE HAVE 

dare id defy ami 

S.FA. GETTIN' BACK j* '~Y 1 
TO THE OLD SCHOOL. 

DZD BUST OUT ONE 
h OF THE BAD BRAINS 
FIRST "RE0B0NE IN 
THE CITY" AND | 

R&JsA. COVER "WE * 

Lake the one” 

ORIGINALLY DONE BY 
THE AVENGERS. 

PLUS BOTH BANDS 
KICK OUT ANEW A 
ORIGINAL AS WELL. 


Maximum Penalty 
East Side$tory 

IF YOU LIl&YOUR 
> Ahardc oMw ith 
MELODY CH® OUT 
AV^f -THIS NYHOIANO- 
7 MARK WHO OUT 
RUGG®jAMS 
INFLUENCOTBT THE 
"m LIKE®F€AD 
Brains, aqhostic 
Fro# and 
Quicksai# this 

ONE’S ALSQjjjVAIL- 
ABLE ONMINI CD 

':jm $8 


PIN' ground 


Shank Buzz 
Mr, Public 

IF YOUR LOOKIN' 
FOR THAT EAST 
COAST LATE 
EIGHTIES HARD¬ 
CORE SOUND 
LOOK NO FUR¬ 
THER CUZ 
THESE CHUMPS 
GOT 0A GOODS! 


Indecision 
Believe V v v 

THE OEBUT 
FROM THE 
KINGS OF 
BROOKLYN 
SXE. IF YOU 
UKE SIDE BY 
SIDE, STRIFE 
& YOT GET 
THIS NOW! 

Stampin’ Ground • Starved 
DON’T SLEEP ON THESE UK KINGPINS WHO SPRI 
POSITIVE MESSAGE VIA ANGRY AS FUCK HARDCORE IN 
THE VIEN OF EARTH CRISIS AND BLQODLET. BRUTAL*" 


All these releases are on 7” for $3.50 (USA) • $5.00 (World) send sase for catalog to po box 1520 • cooper station new york, ny • 10276-1520 
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IF YOU ONLY BUY ONE COMPILATION CD THIS SUMMER... 

MAKE II FUCKING COUNT! 

Introducing The MewBreed Volume 3H 



SIMKHOE E 

ACTIVE /MG RED/A MTS 
MOBODY’S 
DIE SEE BOY 
THE KAMDRED 
ATE DAY 
COMMIE DOMGS 
RHYTHM/ COEEISIOM 
BETTY S EO VE CHIED 
EAEEIMG SZ CM MESS 
DAS JKEOJVM 
E VEBREAD Y 
AA CM ICIEEED A/EE 
MO EATEA THY 
WHITE TRASH DEBUTANTES 
THE EDCTZARES 
A ETON/A T/CS 
THE MOKES 
THE EOAEES 
THE IMVAEIDS 
STRIAMG OOT 
THE A. G S 


22 bands, 22 songs, mostly unreleased material, only $10ppd in the US, SllppdN. America, $12ppd 
World Send a loose stamp for our big catalog of reasonably priced records/tapes/CDs/Zines from more 
labels than you can shake a stick at. Distribution through the regular trouble makers as well as direct from 
us. Stores call or fax us at: 408-295-7601 


Tygy 


PO Box 6948 
San Jose, CA 
95150-6948 


SPEEDKINC 

"black mono time" 7" 



Other Amish Vinyl Selections 

ASHLEY STOVE 4 song 7" 
EVIL WIENER 4 song 7" 

PIPE "Yr Soaking in It" 7" 
PIPE/RUBBERMAID split 7" 


all 7"s are $3.50 ppd. in the USA 
add $1 for N. America/ $2 for the world 
send stamp for mail order catalog 

Distributed by: Surefire, Revolver, 
Lumberjack, Rhetoric, Get Hip and 
other fine indie distributors. 


amish records 
p.o. box 5664 
newark, de 
19714 





c 


the gritty self produced five song EP originally recorded in a stifling hot garage on eight tracks in the arizona desert-reissued 
as a special edition 10" vinyl just the way it should be; blemishes and af(.S6 ppd US and S9 anywhere else-also still avail - 

- able "ifive" a full length disc*$10on cd($12 elsewhere) or$7 for Ip or cass ($10 else- 

where) and"how’s my driving?" a 7" ep $3 50 ($5 50 elsewhere) all orders ppd u.s. 
' currency cash, check or money orders, dr strange records po box 7000-117 alta loma 
C a 91701 -all orders include 25 page catalog full of rare punk vinyl & cds otherwise 
DR.STR/wGE send 3 stamps http://www cyberg8t.com/drstrange 
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F rom almost the inception of punk 
rock, V: Vale has been working to 
document both the movement itself, 
and more importnatly, the ideas and 
ideals behind it First, with the 
groundbreaking and influential zine, 
Search & Destroy, he laid out the 
blueprint for hundreds of 
culture/music zines to follow (includ¬ 
ing this one). 

But it was with his books, pub¬ 
lished with Andrea Juno under the 
name Re/Search that Vale really 
made his mark. Everything from the 
recent lounge-music boom to the tat¬ 
too & piercing craze can be attributed 
at least in part to Vale's books. 
Through it all though, Vale has 
remained fairly anonymous. 

Recently, Re/Search broke up and 
Vale was on the road peddling his 
newest book, Zines Vol. 1 published 
under the name V/Search. The book 
is a good one, coming in just before a 
tidal wave of other zine related books 
(as an intersting side note, its the 
only one that's being self publsihed... 
go figure). As the title would suggest, 
there are going to be two more 
edtions of the book. Be excited. I was 
able to speak with him during a lull at 
the American Bookseller's 
Convention. Perhaps saying that I 
spoke with him is wrong, as he did 
most of the speaking. Interview & 
illustration by Dan Sinker. 


How did you first get introduced to punk, 
and how did you start up Search & Destroy? 

Well, I worked at City Lights bookstore, it was 
the only legitimate job I ever had. And I was 
always interested in things avant garde, and in 
the early seventies there was no punk scene but 
there was an extremely dreadful so-called alter¬ 
native youth culture scene set by these vile, 
completely degenerate magazines like Rolling 
Stone. Maybe I shouldn’t say that. The point is, 
in my eyes what was marketed as youth culture 
seemed completely irrelevant to my life. I 
mean I was living for $200 a month, and in 
those days you could live very well and work 
only 12 hours a week. 

How old were you then? 

Oh, forget it, I can’t remember! I was 20 years 
younger than I am now. But I knew about the 
beginnings of punk very early because I knew 
about Patty Smith. She was being talked about 
in the early seventies and I had heard about the 
CBGBs scene and I had wanted to check it out 
because I was definitely interested in her kind 
of poetry. She was the most well known person 
that might be described as a punk progenitor. 
I always read NME and Melody Maker, I read 
everything working at City Lights. The begin¬ 
nings of punk were all consolidated into one 
article that came out in the summer of 1975.1 
found this journalistic piece and I hung it up 
in my kitchen next to where I ate breakfast. It 
was the centerfold for NME , and it complete¬ 
ly described a lot of what would later be 
known as punk: Television, the Dictators, the 
Ramones, Tom Verlane, Patty Smith, and in 
that early pre-punk scene I think even Sam 
Shepherd was involved before he became this 



completely respectable playwright. The spirit 
—sort of—was not in the context of a music 
movement but sort of a provocative spoken 
word poetry. They didn’t even have the term 
spoken word then—it didn’t even exist—it was 
poetry. Patty Smith was one of them, and back 
in those days she was hanging around with 
Mapelthorpe and Sam Shepherd, you know all 
of this Punk 101 history. That’s what I knew 
about what would become punk rock, and I 
kept a very vigilant eye on it because that’s 
where I wanted to be—psychically if not phys¬ 
ically! Things were just so terrible in the early 
seventies in America in terms of so-called hip 
bands and clothing styles. That stuff doesn’t 
really matter, but it was passed off as youth 
culture and it seemed so irrelevant and deca¬ 
dent, completely decadent. I mean, who wants 
to know about the lives of rich rock stars and 
their affairs! Ajid so I had waited and waited, 
and just by chance I was walking down the 
street and my then girlfriend... Oh, this was a 
seminal thing, in August of ‘76 I had these 
neighbors who were running this club called 
the Savoy. It was just half a block from where 
I lived, and they—for some reason, they 
weren’t even into it—put on the Ramones 
there. I went to the show and the audience was 
made up of other wanna-be punks, including 
the Nuns. I went to both shows, and it was 
kind of depressing after that because it was 
obvious that this was going to be the new wave 
of what was happening and there was nothing 
like it in San Francisco, but fortunately the 
Nuns got their band together and their music 
together, and of all things their drummer was 
walking down the street desperately trying to 
get people to come to their first show and he 
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gave a flyer to my then girlfriend and we went 
and we knew this was it! She got in a band 
right away and around Christmas of that time, 

I decided that I had to start a publication that 
could document, but also try to catalyze and 
encourage, inspire. It sounds a little laughable, 
but my archetype for Search and Destroy were 
the early issues of Andy Warhols Interview 
magazine. ‘Cause they were really funky. They 
had very few pages, they were all black and 
white, they were really raw, and importantly 
they did a Ramones interview in 75. Warhol 
wasn’t just covering superstars back then. 
Interview was more street. 

Obviously you were inspired by the scene, 
but what made you think to start up a mag¬ 
azine? I mean it wasn't like now, where 
fanzines are a dime a dozen; there was very 
little precedent for this, right? 

Well, I wanted to accurately document and 
spread the pupk virus! I knew a publication 
could go all sorts of places that I couldn’t go; I 
knew that I could send it all over the word. I 
had literary ability, but I was an awful writer. I 
could do interviews and I figured that it would 
be perfect for me to do. And I think that 
turned out to be the case. I wanted to do 
something like Interview. I wanted to have 
really accurate interviews with people and the 
tabloid format would give me really big graph¬ 
ics potential. It just seemed the most versatile 
format with the most possibilities in it. The 
way I saw it from the get go, punk music is 
about music, but a publication is words and 
photos, it’s very hard to convey anything about 
music, and so I decided to treat it more like a 
cultural movement. I hate the word lifestyle, 


but as a complete lifestyle thing, it applies. 

And so how long did you do Search and 
Destroy for? 

I was in the punk scene, which never seemed 
to get much bigger than 100 people in San 
Francisco, I was in the first wave definitely, it 
was like a huge extended family, it was just fan¬ 
tastic. The earliest punk bands were not all 
hardcore guitar bands, there was a huge variety 
of music being produced. There was every¬ 
thing from weird one-man percussion to this 
black guy—there were almost no minorities in 
the early punk years. I was like the only one. 
There was maybe one other Asian in the early 
punk days. A few more people came later, but 
it was still pretty much an all-white scene, lets 
face it. But at the same time in those days, gays 
and lesbians were not excluded. It was such a 
small scene, you couldn’t afford to be exclu¬ 
sionary and racist and all that. For two solid 
years, the punk scene went along amazingly 
without growing much until 79. In 79, sud¬ 
denly there were these huge lines with all these 
horrible young white guys from the suburbs. 
And then that’s when hardcore started with 
these guys that literally wanted to legally beat 
each other up, which was very offensive to all 
of us. Everyone I knew ju£t stopped going in 
mass. We thought these young kids from the 
suburbs were creeps. I guess they got the whole 
idea of the violence from TV or something; 
this is their idea of what the true spirit of punk 
is supposed to be. They drove the rest of us 
from the first wave out. 

Where did you go from there? 

I got into industrial. Industrial was smarter, it was 


also way hardcore, it was too hardcore for 
suburban kids. You had to be kind of intel¬ 
ligent to appreciate industrial because it was 
dealing with pure noise and pure sonic 
assault up front without anything comfort¬ 
ing. You could say that it’s a sub-genre of 
punk in a way, but it was different. The 
parameters weren’t the same as punk. And 
that’s why I put together the Industrial 
Culture Handbook. I finished it in ‘82, but it 
didn’t come out until early ‘83. I put an 
image of a dead horse on the last page 
because it seemed to me that talking about 
industrial culture by that time was sort of 
beating a dead horse, it seemed like that was 
dead too. Although industrial didn’t come 
to commercial fruition until Nine Inch 
Nails over ten years later. To me there is a 
conceptual lineage between the Industrial 
Culture Handbook and Nine Inch Nails. 
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When did Re/Search start? 

In 79 I did my last issue of Search & 
Destroy. I started Re/Search in 1980 with 
the staff members from Search & Destroy 
but I wanted the philosophy to be differ¬ 
ent. And to tell you the truth, the spirit of 
the whole publication was different 
because there was no music scene we 
could go to all the time to nourish us. It 
was like working in a vacuum. 


So the whole time was Re/Search was 
a second job? 

My girlfriend at the time, Andrea Juno, 
was an employee. I got the funding, and in 
the early publicauons I am listed as the soul 
editor and publisher. But her and I started a 















typesetting business in late ‘81. We took out 
a loan that we paid back in two years. It was 
the typesetting business that enabled us to 
have the resources to do slick looking book 
publishing. Back then there were very few 
home computers, the only way to do a slick 
book if you had no money was to start a 
typesetting business! Then you could do the 
books on the nights and weekends, and 
have horrible commercial yuppie clients Tor 
(OI forty hours a week. Basically, I was only able 
Sj to do about a book a year under the name 
Re/Search. The first three issues were 
tabloids and didn’t get paid for them. Then 
I finally woke up and realized that I worked 
at City Lights Books, if I got a little more 
money together and put something into 
book form, they will have to distribute it 
because I worked for them! That worked 
out quite well. Anyone who publishes a zine 
or tabloid knows that its almost impossible 
to get paid. I’m still owed thousands for 
those Search & Destroys from every city on 
the planet, ‘cause the only people I could 
collect from were local. 

How did you choose the topics of the 
Re/Search books? 

I swear, it is all a fleshing out of an arche¬ 
type that started in punk rock. What is 
your life about if you’re a real creative 
human? You go to movies, but you don’t 
go to the movies that the bourgeois peo¬ 
ple go to. There happens to be a huge 
underbelly of filmmaking known as B- 
Movies out there to investigate and see 
and track down and experience and cri¬ 
tique and analyze and all that. And one of 


the other books—two of the other books— 
was to investigate a lot of the other music 
being listened to. People I knew were listening 
to things like Martin Denny in the punk days, 
and eventually, 14 year later, I could put all 
that down in Incredibly Strange Music. All my 
ideas came from the punk days, it just takes 
forever to do a book, and to flesh it out, and to 
do it right, and do it in depth, and to get all 
the names spelled right and everything. Not to 
do some slap-dash production, I wanted to do 
a reference quality things that would be 
around forever. First of all, I made a decision 
between what’s known as primary source and 
secondary source. I wanted to make primary 
source publications, so that it wasn’t me giving 
my holier than thou opinion of culture, I 
would just rather talk with people that are cre¬ 
ative and get their exact words down on paper. 
That’s like source material—primary source 
material, interviews with the creators. 
Burroughs, I interviewed in Re/Search; Ballard 
I interviewed in Re/Search; later I got to do 
whole books with large chunks by them—of 
course when I did this neither Burroughs nor 
Ballard were at the peak of their career, quite 
the opposite. I wanted to make sure Burroughs 
was someone every alleged punk would have 
to recognize the name of and the same for 
Ballard. I think I succeeded in that way. At the 
time I did the Ballard issue, I looked in Books 
In Print that year and there was only one of his 
40 books available! A year after my book came 
out, a whole bunch of them were back in 
print, and now all of them are. I know I played 
a role in that. Basically, I’m growing these 
seeds into a book! Boy, that’s a bad metaphor!! 
My first books was Burroughs, Throbbing 


Gristle, and Brian Gysin; my second book was 
Industrial Culture Handbook ; third book, JG 
Ballard fourth book, Incredibly Strange Film; 
next book, Pranks, which was inspired by ear¬ 
lier interviews; next book, Modem Primitives, 
because my friends in the punk scene started 
that tattooing amongst themselves and it was¬ 
n’t a movement then—tattooing and body 
piercing only really took off after that book 
came out. The reason Modern Primitives 
worked is because as opposed to establishment 
books, I could do what I wanted completely. 
Every article I ever read about tattooing in the 
straight press had something snide to say at the 
end, and they never ever wrote about body 
piercing. So it was like a joke that I would do 
something that would give you every possible 
reason to do these things, and nothing nega¬ 
tive! And that’s why I think that book is still so 
influential. And plus I grounded it, I have a sue 
foot bookshelf of books, magazines, and jour¬ 
nals I accumulated for that project before I did 
it. I wanted to give every possible anthropo¬ 
logical reference and quotation. I wanted to 
have a full background on that. It wasn’t some 
slapdash project. The first interview I did for 
Modem Primitives was in ‘82, imagine if that 
book had come out in ‘83! But see, at the time 
I did Modern Primitives , I had no idea it would 
take off! In fact, I thought, “my god, this book 
isn’t going to sell at all, I’d had better really get 
started on Incredibly Strange Music. ” So I start¬ 
ed doing interviews for Incredibly Strange 
Music, but then I had to stop because I had to 
deal with the sudden success of dealing with 
Modem Primitives\ 

Was that Re/Search’s best selling book? 















Yes, without a doubt. It still sells really well, 
‘cause its a reference book. 

What led to the breakup of Re/Search, if 
that can be summed up briefly. 

Lets put it this way: Juno became obsessed 
with moving to New York, and talked me into 
it and I stupidly agreed, thinking the part¬ 
nership would stay the same. I got ripped 
off—you can say this—for just about every¬ 
thing, and its only because I have an iron 
will to survive that Im able to continue 
publishing, thanks to bank loans I was able 
to get from having been in business for 20 
years. I also—this is for print—I re-wrote 
and edited, and re configured 17 interviews 
for 2 volumes of Angry Women in Rock , 
which I’m not credited for. The best inter¬ 
views in Volume 1, Kathleen Hannah, 
Jarboe, Lois, Bettina Richards from Thrill 
Jockey, Candice from K Records, and 
Valerie Agnew from 7 Year Bitch. You com¬ 
pare the tapes from those interview with the 
printed version, and there’s almost no 
resemblance in some places. That’s because 
there’s a lot of work that goes into making 
an interview really articulate, sharp, and 
honed down so that almost every sentence is 
a pull quote. Unfortunately, it’s hard to get 
to that level, but I try. I don’t want to waste 
a readers time. 

So what prompted you to do lines as your 
first project as V/Search? 

I wanted to do that book in ‘91 and Juno 
laughed at the idea! We were definitely grow¬ 
ing apart by then. As soon as the split up 
occurred, I was able to just do it. It only took 


me 4 months production time, so I don’t 
think I need her! That was literally from the 
first interview to sending it to Hong Kong to 
be printed. I just cranked out another book 
in about three weeks. With Juno there slow¬ 
ing things down, I could never produce 
something that fast. I have a way more pro¬ 
fessional relationship with people, plus—this 
is super important—I somehow got a huge 
crew of helpers and interns after Juno left, 
who took mercy on my situation; incredible, 
genius people who are helping me. We could 
never have that before because Juno would 
somehow repel people that wanted to help us. 

From your work on the lines book, what do 
you attribute the zine boom of the past few 
years to? 

It’s obvious! Massive discontent plus wide¬ 
spread access to cheap Xerox machines. In 
fact, Xerox machines are so common now 
that people can just get their zines done from 
free. Everywhere you go now in buildings 
with low security situations or whatever, 
there are Xerox machines. That is a huge fac¬ 
tor. Widespread discontent with mass-media 
bullshit and with all these people with their 
fucking undercover agents and talent scouts 
from major media coming in trying to rip- 
off and watered down every latest, so-called 
youth trend as soon as it starts to manifest 
itself, it doesn’t even have a chance to even 
bloom any more. I was so lucky to have two 
years without any media attention to have a 
wonderful punjc rock scene that was under¬ 
ground to live through without a bunch of 
very young macho creeps from the suburbs 
to wreck it. 


So what’s the future of V/Search? 

Oh, god! I have a huge publishing sched¬ 
ule that I have to scramble to do. One 
thing that I’m good at is doing interviews 
and working with people so that the final 
presentation is very concise, very full of 
inspiration, and concentrated. I work 
really hard trying to make every sentence 
justify itself. I send every person their 
interview and we go over them, but I have 
the final edit. But everyone does see their 
interview before it’s in print, and often 
times they greatly improve them with 
extra facts, corrections, all kinds of things! 
It’s the way I like to work with people. 
Now that’s Juno’s gone, I can try to reem¬ 
phasize one of my earlier goals, which is 
to try and really beef up reference infor¬ 
mation like recommended books, films, 
things that if you like the person and their 
vision, you can have a much better appre¬ 
ciation by seeking out things they recom¬ 
mend. I’m just trying to be a source of 
inspiration for Christ’s sake, the world is 
so boring as it is! But at the same time— 
I’ve helped spawn some of this—I see this 
whole trend, of doing things for shock, 
which to me I’m tired of. I think we 
should be working for a completely cre¬ 
ative society! I always emphasized creativ¬ 
ity and humor, it doesn’t seem fun to me 
if you have to walk around armed all the 
time looking over your shoulder, what 
kind of a world is that? 
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the Delta 72' played, I snapped off a few action pho¬ 
tos and then with the help of the ever charming M . 
Vanessa Downing I got an interview down on tape w h 
Gregg Foreman and Kim Thompson. They re nice folks 
who rock hard, so shake your cracker ass. 


I'll start off with something you said towards the^end of 
lieSow which was that you were trying to bring the 
R&B element back or introduce it into punk rock, an 
have dancing return. Why? 


Gregg- Well it’s obviously a lost art. You go to 
St people have .heir arms crossed .heyhe 
definitely not a part of what’s going on onstage 
It’s very much like an impersonal observer to t 
D on the stage band. When you get people danc¬ 
ing to your music, or to what you’re doing, it s not 
necessarily a political thing but it’s definitely per¬ 
sonal politics. It’s like 

ting people Involved with what you're doing 

and getting people to be part of the show, and 
dancing is also a way to get people moving and off 
the internet and away from their segas o^hatev- 
er vou know? That’s just the way I feel. Both of us 
also find that when people are out there dancing 
it’s like they're giving us something back that we 
project to them. (Vaness, says somethmg about 
Gregg wanting to be sexy) 


Well why R&B, why not techno? 


Gregg: I think R&B is a definite vehicle that is 
accessible to me and I grew up with it, with my 
mom. I think Kim is definitely more of the pa " k 
element. R&B makes sense and it’s the vehicle 
that we decided to take. 


Kim- For me, as far as the dance thing, it’s as 
energy. I feel when I’m on stage playing I’m putting 
out all this energy and it’s not dissipating in o 
space or anything like that. It’s the same thing 
with Gregg. When they get involved it s more of a 
mutual thing. And as far as my R&B ,nf ' u ® nce ’ 
always listened to it, even when I was a k,d ’ 1 
loved all that stuff. It just seems like natural dance 
music and that’s what I like playing. 


Gregg: It’s very honest as well. If you look at 
bands like Booker T and the MG’s for exampte 
they kind of brought the dance element in, and 
backeTup all the great should singers like Otis 
Redding or Sam and Dave so I think historically 
R&B is also a good vehicle. 


Vanessa: Maybe it’s a common complaint in punk 
and hardcore and indie rock that it’s so white, it’s 
like white suburban kids, which is fine, but do you 
see that... 

Gregg: I also see that. It kind of exposes kids 
to older things. Maybe if you see us you can 
go back and listen to some of the old soul, or 
some of the old stuff that actually... 

Vanessa: Kind of the roots of what kids are listen¬ 
ing to now. It’s amazing when I talk to kids who 
have never listened to Credence Clearwater 
Revival, or the Beatles. And these are kids that 
claim to be really into music and really into 
playing music, and I’m not saying they’re not valid 
as music lovers of musicians, but I do 
subscribe to that whole belief that it’s important to 
know what kind of started it all, not that 
the Beatles started it all, I’m not going to get into 
that whole debate... 

Kim: But also especially as far as American 
music like R&B is totally this huge 
American thing that’s totally changed 
the face of music. 

I think our music can open people up 

to listening to that type of thing. Lots of punk 
people used to listen to R&B stuff, 
and Reggae... 

I’m playing the devil’s advocate here because it’s 
fun and profitable. All that makes sense, but if you 
want people to move and get into it, why not go on 
a course that’s more obviously accessible? Why 
don’t you just be a straight edge band? All those 
kids really get into it. 

Gregg: There’s a thousand bands out there, 
there’s a thousand faces and they’re all doing 
different things and all that stuff is completely 
valid and has its place, but this is just what we 
do, and that’s all we can do. Everybody has 
they’re own thing. The Delta 72 has their own 
sound. What cam naturally to us was punk, and 
then we were influenced my R&B and that’s 
just the way it was. We’re not playing techno 
or we’re not influenced by this or that, we may 
listen to all that stuff, but I don’t see that 
there’d be much point in trying to be some¬ 
thing that doesn’t come naturally. By playing 
something different and not gearing yourself 





towards a different audience, you’re not excluding 
anyone. I know some D.C. bands have a reputation 
for being exclusive but that’s not really the way it 
is when you really talk to people. We’re not trying 
to exclude anybody. 

Kim: If you look at the people at our shows 
there’s the straight edge contingent, but older 
people really like us as well, we try to be inclu- 
sive, not exclusive. 

Gregg: In fact the first show we ever did was with- 
out Kim and without our new drummer Jason, we 
played at the Dayton Festival and every band 
there was pretty much a straight edge or emo 
hardcore band and like half the people really 
seemed to dig us, the other half seemed to think 
it was the worst thing they’d ever seen ever. I 
think it’s hit or miss. 

Well I’m a graphic designer and one of my favorite the- 
ones that seems to get neglected the most is that it’s 
your responsibility as an artist to raise the visual litera¬ 
cy of your audience. To give them something they can’t 
immediately consume and that be the end of it and I 
think what you guys are doing is the equivalent.’ Your 
taking a form and putting it into a context that isn’t 
immediately accessible. People are a little bit too 
wrapped up in looking a certain way or thinking a cer¬ 
tain way to immediately open up to it. 

Gregg: Yeah, just like you said about art, to create 
a iteracy of it, it’s like the German expressionist 
movement in a way, like Munch. It invokes an 
immediate mood and feeling, but the more you 
look at it, it’s 1000 different things. I think when 
you hear The Delta 72’s music you want to move 
or tap your feet or whatever, but there’s more to it 
than, there’s always going to be more. It’s not just 
what you see, I think creating the literacy through 
the sound is another thing all on its own. 

Kim: That’s kind of what I was saying before 
about opening peoples minds to the roots 
of American music. 

How has the reaction been to you guys so far? Would 

it make any difference if nobody got what you were 
doing? 


Kim: It’s hard to say because people see ™J° 
have real visceral reactions towards us. Some 
kids love us, and are so psyched when we play, 
and some people are like, yeah whatever. But on 
this tour the reaction has been phenomenal. 

People have really liked us. For what we ve done 
and the amount of touring we’ve done - haS ’ 

n’t been a whole lot, we’ve gotten pretty f ood 
reactions. It would be hard to say if people don t 
like it because we’ve been getting good reactions. 

So they seem to be open to it. 

Kim* Yeah, the people that come up to us are 
to It, and glad that weVe opening up 

this medium. 

Good It seems there are a number of brilliant bands 
that come up short because people are just too stuck on 
wanting to sea what they've seen before. You guys have 
worked with Dischord. Touch 8, Go. arvI K'II Rock Stars.. 
anv one of which would be most indie bands dream to 
wo V rk with and you’ve worked with all three. How great 
must'if feel to be on those three labels? Collectively 
those three labels have all my favorite bands! 

Kim- For me, I grew up in D.C. and I always used to 
go see Dischord bands when I was a k,d so for ? ie ’ 
and Touch & Go as well, I’ve known Ian Jor years 
and being on that label to me was just the biggest 
thrill. And then being on Touch & Go, I fuck,ng 
used to love Big Black, and Jesus Lizard and The 
Laughing Hyenas, like you said, the roster s phe- 
nomenaf. Same with Dischord. Like Rites of Sprmg 
and Minor Threat and all that stuff. It blew my 
mind. Being on Dischord was like an affirmationi o 
what I was doing. It sounds really cheesy but I felt 
me , was on an equal level with Circus Lupus, you 
know what I mean? That’s the ultimate thing. 

Gregg: I think for me, I’m not form D.C., I’m from 
PhillJ like when I was in a band with Vanessa a lot 
of those Dischord bands were bands that we used 
to listened to and went to see and really influ- 
enced us, like Circus Lupus and Fugazi, etc. and I 
think when we hit Dischord and Ian was intereste 
in it, and when Slim from Kill Rock Stars was 
interested, it seemed colossal to me. was really 
floored, and when we played a show at The 
Mercury Lounge in N.Y.C. Eli from Girls Against 
Boys’recopnmended «o Cory that he sue «... band 
Delta 72 and Kim and Sarah ended up talking to 
ConTalt night, I was unaware ot thi. and .ben the, 
said Touch & Go want*to do something I mean, 






what was I going to say to that? Pretty •"» ■.« 

the best indie’s if not the best indie. It just manes 
us work harder to be on the label with these 
bands. Touch & Go is really bringing .n a youth to 
the roster We have three records that we ve agreed 
w do for Touch & 6o, so wo re going to he there tor 

a long time. 

Who do you think of, or consider people you are sharing 
a vision with? 

Kirn- Corv from Touch & Go is so fucking cool. His 
vision of doing a label is just working * 

bands It’s all punk kids who work for him. Talking 
S hin, is really enlightening because I really t.lt 
like he’s someone on the same leve . 

Gregg’ I’m glad to be on the same playing field with 
Se Redhead, and GVSB, and The Warmers and 
the Make-up and all of that. It s great 0 p ay 
these people. 

Anything non-musical that blows you away? 

Kim: Well... 

Vanessa: She thinks I’m absolutely brilliant. 

Kim: You mean besides Vanessa? 

Well that's a given. 

Kim: You know Carson McCullers the writer? She 
fucking kicks my ass. Her books move> me to.no 
end. They’re so great. Writing wise she totally 
inspires me. 

Gregg: For me there are two people I can think of 
right now. One is the Dada artist Man Ray ”® k,n 
of came up and created this whole style of h,s own 
with different found objects and created Q 
John Cassivetes a filmmaker who made Women 
under the Influence.” I think there’s some real 
human elements in his films. 

0 K I have one more question which is a lot less 
involved I think. What are some of the best live shows 
you’ve ever seen? 

Kim- I can tell you the thing that changed my life 
completely. The very first Rites of Spring show . saw 
fully changed my life. I worked with Bremian^t a 
record store, he was like, “oh you should come see 
my band play” and I was like “but it’s on a schoo 
. night!”, because I was 14 then, so I went to go see 
them, and they kicked my ass so hard. I couldn 


believe this stuff was going on in D.C. and I didn’t 
know about it. Seeing Rites of Spring completely 
changed my life and I was like, this is what I want 
to do. That is one stellar show in my mind. 

Gregg: I think for me, as far as a hands on kind 
of thing, the first time I saw Fugazi, which was 
probably with Vanessa, I think the interaction 
between the band, it just blew my mind. Like the 
way they could act almost like a jazz band and 
feed off each other and do these improv things 
off their songs. Kind of non-in-my-reach type of 
thing was seeing Mick Jaggar on T.V. when I was 
about 10. It evoked some sort of feeling, I don’t 
know what is was, and I just knew I wanted to 
play music and just seeing him sing and strut 
around and do his thing definitely the Stones 
moved me to play guitar and stuff. 

Vanessa: Do you guys remember the Osmond show? 

Gregg: No 

Kim: Yes. I used to have an Osmond scrapbook. 

Vanessa: I had a huge fucking crush on Marie 
Osmond. At the end of the show her and Danny, 

Donny. 

Kim: Donny. 

Vanessa: Right, Donny, I didn’t pay much attention to 
Don, I was too focused on Marie. But they would sing 
together and I thought people on T.V. could see you. 

Did you guys ever think that? 

Kim: No. 


Gregg: No. 

When’s the new record coming out? 

Kim: July 9th. 

Gregg: Touch & Go #172. 

Very nice. 
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pp: well my money question is always about swim¬ 
ming in corduroys, and since we’ve already gone 
over that, I’m pretty much out, but thanks anyway. 

(laughs, because i’m fucking funny) 

pp: you guys burst into flames last fall didn’t you? 

all: yes. 

pp: any such occurrences so far this tour? 

Davey: we stopped moving in a place called Battle 
Mountain, Nevada and um...they had their way with us, 
financially and otherwise. 

Jason: there was a blizzard. 

Davey: but we conquered it. we took it. 

Jason: actually we didn’t take the hill, we started to take 
the hill and then (scottie joining in) the hill took us. 
davey: right as we broke down there just happened to be a 
tow truck and it took us right to the place, it took forever to 
fix it, but we got to the show in Sacramento with barely any 
time to spare, played it, it stunk, but still... 

pp: we won’t talk about the fee they exacted from 
you individually or collectively. 

Daniel: they had a shotgun by the door and a really big dog 
that never moved. 

Jason: it was very quaint. 

(at this point the band makes some mild 
“Deliverance” type references, and I don’t mean 
derogatory ones either, they start looking me over as 
if they wanted to exact a little fee of their own, if you 
know what I’m saying.) 

pp: I’m the furthest from the door. I don’t 
think I like this. 

Davey: That’s how we do it. We’ve got all the exits 
covered. 

Jason: you’re really not leaving until we want you to 
leave. 


pp: well raping the interviewer questions at 
this point would just be pointless. 

(laughs, mine the nervous type.) 

pp: in how you feel about what you do, who 
currently do you feel you’re peers with, like 
who’s on the same wavelength? 

Davey: that’s tough, that’s a good question. 

pp: thank steve albini, my close personal 
friend, I stole it from him. 

Scottie: i think some bands that we relate to, this is 
my personal opinion, are like rocket from the crypt, or 
blur who are great showmen, if you’re going to see a 
band, it’s ail about music, but the whole performance 
idea to me is a source of inspiration, visual stimula¬ 
tion as well as the music. 

Davey: i feel the same way, meaning the way you 
bring your band to the audience. 

Jason: i think bands that we’re friends with, like 
Compound Red, another local Milwaukee band that 
we play with... 

Davey: people you can feel more personal with about 
the things that are happening, because we’re playing 
together and touring together, and going through the 
exact same motions. 

Daniel: i think when we toured with Mineral, some 

really great guys, like everyday we 
were going through the same stuff, 
forming the same crowd and stuff, 
like one night we’d play before 
them, the next night they’d play 
before us, we just 
really had a nice 
bond between us. 
We were almost in 
the same boat, trav¬ 
elling the country and 
stuff. I felt very close 
to them because of 
the positions both our 
bands were in. 



esEB 
























yQu Kr\G]\jd n&= F\r\djFvSdrv vjQf^K vjith h^rv^y fvi3LLir\S 

i5^F\r\Eh\athc^ 


i 


■■Hill i T 

IH “formance aspect, i can hear a great 
■ record and not be convinced until i see the 
band live, the live show can either make the 
record suck, or make it my favorite record, which 
probably isn’t fair, but that’s just how it works, so 
along those lines, what are some of the best per¬ 
formances you’ve ever seen? 


Jason: i’d say definitely for me is Rocket From the Crypt. 
I’ve seen them like four times now, but the first time I 
saw them was in Chicago at Lounge Ax, it was on the 
free tour that they did. It was like, and I’m not kidding, it 
was like religious seeing them play. Everything about it 
was perfect. They played a relatively short set, it didn’t 
drag on, and it was absolutely amazing. That and I’d 
have to say Ida. 

Davey: Yeah, I was going to say Ida. And Karate. Ida is 
another band that I think we can relate to. One thing we 
try to do is make the crowd feel like your songs are sup¬ 
posed to feel. Like the mood of your songs. A lot of 
bands can’t do that, you have no idea because it’s just a 
bunch of noise. But Ida, or I was thinking Karate, both 
have a certain ambience. Like the lightness of the tones, 
or just the way they can hold back, and then give it to 
you. They give you a totally different mood, but they give 
it to you in the same way. It’s incredible. They’re thinkers, 
you know? I don’t know if we are, but I’d like to be 
like that. 

Scottie: probably live shows is a toss between Duran 
Duran in 1987 or Blur a couple of months ago. not just 
performance, but visually, they’re just two bands that I 
highly respect, like davey said with Ida, just the ability to 
present yourselves like that, given, if you already like the 
band then great, but I brought a friend that knew nothing 
about blur and she walked away amazed, if you can put a 
wave of emotion over the crowd like that...everyone is 
feeling the same thing... 

Davey: that’s why a band like Los Crudos is so good. For 
the most part I don’t like hardcore, and I don’t think 
many of us do, but it’s a band you can respect because 
they do something special. It’s about doing something 
special. It’s like taking a band, and thinking, and going 



that extra step. That’s what Rocket From the Crypt does 
for Jason, that’s what Blur and Duran Duran do for 
Scottie. It’s just going one extra step and getting further 
into your songs. 

Daniel: I saw about 2.5 songs of Bjork in Chicago and 
that probably blew anything I’ve seen away. Basically we 
missed the show and went in halfway through the encore, 
but those 2.5 songs amazed me. She just had such 
charisma on stage. 

pp: Yeah. Even bands that I’m not particularly into, 
if they can take a situation, and a space, and a 
crowd, and make something happen inside of this 
little room that you can walk away with and think 
about for years and years... 

Jason: Yeah, there’s some shows where you can walk in, 
and as cheesy as it sounds, it’s like a hippy love jam, 
there’s like a vibe that’s coursing through the room, and 
everybody is just like “yeah!” 

Daniel: That’s called getting high 
(laughs, relaxed, casual laughs) 

Davey: Some kid said tonight that he’d never heard us 
before, but he forgot where he was for like 10 seconds. 
That’s all I ever hope to do, you know? That’s the climax. 
Daniel: One time after we played a friend of mine said 
she had forgotten how to breathe. She said that once 
about us and once about Ida. That means a lot. 

pp: My last question about performance, if you 
had the ability to go and see any band play, in 
their prime, at anytime in history, who would you 
go and see? 

Jason: I’d go and see the Beatles. It sounds cheesy with 
this whole big Beatles revival right now, but just to experi¬ 
ence that sort of mania, people just going insane. 

Scottie: If it was a question of performance, I’d kill to see 
the Beatles in the studio. 

Daniel: I’d probably say Miles Davis around 1953 when 
his album Round About Midnight came out. I’d probably 
kill myself or anyone else to see him perform Round 
About Midnight in any of the New York clubs back then. 













Davey: You see, Dan’s not a thinker because if he had to 
kill himself, he wouldn’t be able to see it. I'd probably like 
to see Nick Drake. Mostly because he had a complex and 
killed himself because he never could play live. 

pp: I’m in the dark, who is Nick Drake? 

Davey: Urn...he’s an early 70’s folk singer from Europe. I 
think Great Britain. He was really depressed because he 
had stage fright and couldn’t perform, so he just recorded 
all these records and killed himself. That’s something I’d 
like to see. 

pp: So what’s the payoff of going on tour? You 
have to play a lot of crappy shows and you have to 
be really hot and stick to your pants, and if it 
goes well, maybe stick to other peoples pants... 

Jason: I think the payoff is the shows that are incredible. 
After playing the first show that was well received, every 
since that, you’ll keep doing it until that happens again. 
Even if you have to wait through shitty shows, it’s like an 
addiction or something. 

Davey: When people are smiling at you, or laughing, 
maybe at you, I don’t know, it’s fun. It’s just the best 
thing in the world. A lot of times we’ll play to like 7 peo¬ 
ple, which would seem like a shitty show, but if 5 of the 7 
people like us, the next morning it doesn’t matter. There 
could be 500 people there and it really wouldn’t matter, 
just so long as somebody said “hey you guys are good.” 
Daniel: Like no matter what goes on, like getting our van 
set on fire, or whatever, like we were probably in the worst 
moods of our lives a couple of months ago, 

Jason: We were sitting in Philadelphia and it was cold and 
we were on the sidewalk with all of our stuff with no 
transportation. We were gathered around this heating 
grate on the sidewalk, and we’d missed the show. 

Davey: People were like, “did you know there were 500 
people in there and it was awesome and you guys fucked 
up and missed it.” And we were 15 minutes late. 

Daniel: But the next day we played the New Bedford fest 
and it was awesome. I just let it all out. I get out all the 
shit that I’ve gone through during the day or the week. 


Davey: What we’re doing is just like this life of 
extremes. I’ve never had a worse time than being in 
this band, and I’ve never had a better time than 
being in this band. It’s almost like more extremes is 
more life, you know? Like even the bad times, when 
I’m 50 I’m going to tell everyone that this is what I 
did and that I loved it. There’s a lot of weird stuff that 
happens to you when you’re this vulnerable. The 
more vulnerable you make yourself, the more exciting 
things are. Sometimes you pay for it, and sometimes 
things go great. 

pp: Regressing a bit to that fateful night on 
Battle Mountain, if that tow truck hadn’t 
showed up and you were trapped, and you 
were getting hungry, who would be the band 
member you all rallied around to kill and eat? 

Davey: (with absolutely no pause whatsoever) Jason. 
Daniel: Actually it would be whoever we had as a 
roadie. 

Davey: Jason knows I don’t like him. 

Scottie: I’d try to go out in the road and get a car to 
pull over, and perhaps there’s two or three people in 
there, and then there would be someone for every¬ 
one. 

Davey: Scott is the social member of the band, so 
chances are that he’d flag down a car... 

pp: Did you ever see that episode of M.A.S.H 
where Klinger tried to eat that jeep? 

Davey: Urn...yeah. 

pp: No you didn’t, don’t patronize me. 

Daniel: My mother went to school with Radar O’Reilly. 

pp: Really? He’s got Adam West syndrome where you 
play one character and then you can never do any¬ 
thing else. 
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pp: Oh yeah, doing that whole circuit. I went on a 
cruise once and I got to meet that guy Alfonso 
from Silver Spoons. This was right after break 
dancing went out, and you know how he wasn’t a 
real break-dancer? 

Jason: Yeah, a faux-break-dancer. 

pp: Yeah, and it was that period where everybody 
was embarrassed that they were ever a break- 
dancer, you know what I mean? So he was pretty 
much laying low. 

Davey: You know me and Jason work with Henry Rollins 
grandmother, since we’re all giving our little brush with 
fame stories here. 


Scottie: One is definitely the “Deadman" soundtrack 
where Neil Young plays music and Johnny Depp reads 
excerpts from the movie over it. It’s total shit. 

Davey: I know, what was that guys name? I can’t remem¬ 
ber...he was a real knob this guy...oh yeah, Rick Astley, 
when he was in his prime, I was into Rick Astley. 

Jason: But that’s not really that embarrassing, because if 
you were honestly into it back then, like I can think of 
things like the Iron Eagle soundtrack, but like then I was 
like “This soundtrack is rockin!” so it’s not that embar¬ 
rassing, you know? Because I was like 8 or whatever. 

pp: Well that’s a little embarrassing, i mean the 
ones were when people start flipping through your 
record collection you start biting your nails hop¬ 
ing they don’t see it. 


pp: And what does Henry Rollins grandmother do? 


Jason: Yeah like Footloose I’d be like, “Yeah! Come over 
we’re going to fucking dance!” 


Davey: She’s a volunteer at a thrift store where we’re 
employees. Her name is Belle. She’s 92 and she’s every¬ 
thing someone who’s 20 is. Amazing. I think it runs in the 
family, because that guys never going to get old either. 
He’s just going to get thicker. 

pp: I think he pickles himself or something. Now 
how did it come out that she was his grandmother? 

Davey: Well we were going on tour, and she found out, 
and said it sounded like what her grandson does. I was 
like, yeah, some joe-shmoe-longhair who goes down to 
Chicago and plays some bar in front of 3 people or what¬ 
ever. And then she says to me, 92 year old woman says 
to me, “Does the name Black Flag mean anything to 
you?” She figures it’s the D.C. public schools that made 
him the vulgar book writer he is today. 


pp: All three have been movie soundtracks. 

Davey: I’ve got a good one, Belinda Carlisle went solo, 
and I had a crush on her, so I got her first record. We all 
know how bad that was. 

Scottie: I don’t know about that, Andy Taylor played guitar 
on that. 

Davey: Well anyways, I didn’t tell anyone I had it. It was¬ 
n’t with my OTHER records. Let’s just say that. 

Jason: File under “H” for “HIDDEN.” I bought an Oak 
Ridge Boys 45 once. 

pp: Elvira? 

Jason: Yep. 

pp: That’s a good fucking song...l’m a little embar¬ 
rassed I said that. 


pp: This is one of my favorite questions, and my 
latest column Is based on this very conundrum, 














Davey: I’ve got another one, you know that puberty phase 
where it just wasn’t o.k. to like the Pet Shop Boys? 

pp: No I have no idea what you’re talking about. 

Davey: Well see I was a sports guy, and everybody was 
into Def Leppard and Winger and stuff, and The Pet Shop 
Boys was just not o.k. As far as locker rooms go, The Pet 
Shop Boys just aren’t o.k. to have on the headphones 
when you’re just wearing a towel, that' all I’m saying. 

That was “H” for hidden as well. 

Scottie: What’s even more embarrassing is electrocuting 
yourself by walking around in the shower with your 
headphones on. 

pp: Yeah, it was like you were saying earlier 
about performance, and forgetting where you 
are, wandering into the shower with the boombox 
on your shoulder. 

Daniel: Afterburner II was pretty bad. Actually my embar¬ 
rassment could be going with my mom to see ZZ Top live. 

Davey: My mom and dad went with me to see the Gorilla 
Biscuits. That was kind of embarrassing. 

(tape ended, I didn’t catch it, so we moved on to the 
band asking me if I thought they sounded like other 
bands, and I said I could definitely see why people com¬ 
pared them to Sunny Day Real Estate when I saw them 
last fall, but now I don’t really see it anymore, and they’d 
definitely kind of found their own thing. Davey picks up 
with his response.) 

Davey: A lot of bands were born right when the Sunny 
Day Real Estate record got press. That’s when we were 
born, that’s when Mineral were born, that’s when all 
these bands were born. Any record you like gets inside 
you and you can’t avoid that. We had a little bout with 
that, like maybe our first four songs we sounded a lot like 
that, and we still play two of those songs. A year and a 
half later the same record isn’t as influential. A year and 
a half of life has happened to us and you bend away 
from that. If we never left our rooms we’d still sound like 


Sunny Day Real Estate because that would be the pin¬ 
nacle or whatever. Right at that point lots of bands 
probably wrote their first four songs that sounded that 
way because it was like wow, this is so great, and this 
is something new, this is what I want to do. But it’s the 
whole Baby Boomer theory, and everybody is trying to 
sound like them now, it’s like an Arch Deluxe, they’re 
trying to market that now. 

pp: um...how does the Arch Deluxe tie in? 

Davey: I don’t know. 

pp: I understand what you’re saying, it’s like 
the Nation of Ulysses making it o.k. to use the 
word baby in a song, and now you’ve got Rye, 
and Carbomb. 

Davey: Yeah, like somebody shows everyone the light. 
It’s a whole chain of influence. 

pp: Alright. Well that’s pretty much it. How’d I 
do? 

Jason: Great, this was fun. 

Scottie: Yeah, I’m feeling really relaxed. I feel like I’m 
on the couch. Can I call you Newhart? 

pp: You can call me whatever the hell you want, 
and I’m sure you will. I’m sure you’ll all have 
your own little pet names for me when you... 

Daniel: O.k., we’re going to lock the doors now... 

Davey: O.K., time for the covered wagon! 

pp: O.K. the disco ball is coming out, and the 
wet corduroys are coming off, I’m going to put 
this thing away... 
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They are what they are: 
A bunch of 



Here’s the deal. Straight. Unadulterated. Totally biased and 100 percent accurate. The Strike rule. Period. No its, ands or 
buts, they crank out some of the most urgent, honest punk rock shit you’ll ever hear. They are what they are. A bunch of 
commie likin’, scooter lovin’, sharp dressed killers. A couple years up here in the Twin Cities and they’ve cranked out two 
awe inspiring 7”s (one on Johann’s Face and one on Cerebellum) a split 7” with Dillinger Four (out any day now) great songs 
on the All go! No Slow! Twin Cities and Detour (Limeys) Records "Takin’ a Detour” comps. They’ve got a full length on 
Johann’s Face coming out this fall that will be impossible to beat with any stick and a song on the Detour tribute to the Jam 
LR To top it all off you can catch them live in the flesh this summer on tour with Dillinger Four in the U.S. and Canada. 

So after over six moths of sub 40 degree temps. Chris, Chad and I took a beautiful Sunday to play a round of golf at a 
Minneapolis Public course. Embarrassing ourselves but determined to finish we played the 18th hole in total darkness(this 
did not affect our performances one bit) and then returned to Chris and Kris’s comfy abode to have a few drinks and chat. 
Interview & Photos by Davey G. Present for the interview was Chris, drums; Kris, bass; and Chad, vocals & guitar; Micha, 
guita,r was busy saving our collective futures via alternative energy sources. 
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Punk rock is supposed to be SU bvorsivft To be sitting on the 


OK. Why don’t you start with the year and what happened 
when you moved down here from Winnipeg. 

Chad: I moved down here in ‘89 and didn’t meet Micah until 
about a year later. Us three started a band in the winter of.... 

Kris: The winter of‘93 

Chad: I convinced my brother to move down in that January and 
that was a done deal. 

Didn’t you and Micah get together and play union songs or 
something before that? 

Chad: Yeah we used to get together and play union songs and 
Woody Guthrie shit. 

So the whole Strike thing is that a union reference. 

Chad: Yeah 

Chris: Actually there’s kind of a funny story to our name. Well not 
that funny really. 

Kris: Not funny at all actually. 

Chris: We didn’t have a name for about she months and we were 
getting to ready to play our first show at a basement party. And 
our first name was the same as one of the songs on the Cerebellum 
single “Red Storm Rising.” 

Chad: Another obvious leftist reference. 

Chris: Chad’s lyrics are obviously very political... 

Chris: So we wanted to reference that and to be kind of tacky we 
q| wanted a name the sounded punchy with “The” in front of it. You 
know obviously: The Jam, The Clash and The Strike.(at this 
- points laughter erupts.) 

Chad: Yeah, and in that order. 

So with the politics tied in from the get go, what would you 
guys call yourselves? Especially coming out of the contempo¬ 
rary labor movement. 

Chad: For me. I guess you could call me a libertarian Marxist, 
something like that. Just leftist-Marxist-communist. I don’t care. 

I think that’s an important differentiation. Because what pass¬ 
es for “left” in America is so wishy-washy that I think a lot of 
people will label themselves socialist and I think there’s a big 
difference between that and what you’re saying. 

Chad: I’m pretty much a communist. I’m not a Stalinist. I’m not a 
statist. As far as politics now ...I don’t know, Labor union was the 
thing I did for a long time but I kind of burnt out on it a little bit. 



But you’re active? 

Chad: Well yeah I’m in a union. 

What about you guys, Kris and Chris? 

Kris: Ask me about scooter engines, not politics. 

Chris: I follow in my brothers footsteps but I’m kinda The Man at 
work right now, I’m a foreman now. 

Chad: So am I actually. 

Chris: I’m not afraid of being called a communist either, which in the 
U.S. is kind of a dirty word. 

And I think the American Communist Party is partially to blame. 
And there offshoots like the PLP.... 

Chad: I would totally agree. Or the SWP. 

Pyramid scams. 

Chad: When I was in Winnipeg I was involved with the Young 
Communist League and they’re the worst. The most dogmatic, horren¬ 
dous, nerdy, terrible people you’ve ever met. Soviet apologists. 

So Kris what about you? 

Kris: Ask me about scooter engines. 

Chad: She’s apolitical. 

Kris: I’m not apolitical, it’s just not my main focus in life 

I think that’s important because it frustrates me especially with 
certain people in punk rock and certain people shall we say that 
embrace the skinhead-kind of anglophile thing who use the 
word “apolitical.” I think it’s a big deal what you just said 
because when you have a conversation on the street, you talk¬ 
ing to me, the way anyone interacts with anyone else, that’s 
what politics is. So when somebody says they’re “apolitical” to 
me that tells me that they don’t want me to know how they real¬ 
ly feel and that they have issues with being open about that. I 
don’t know if you guys agree with me.... 

Chad: I totally agree and especially in the skinhead scene there’s a prob¬ 
lem with that. But on the contrary I’ve met, especially lately, a lot of 
really cool red skins. 

I didn’t mean to paint with a broad brush or say like skinheads = bad. 

Chris: I agree. Punk rock is supposed to be subversive. To be sitting on 
the fence politically is just alterno-rock crap. 

We get off track and then start talking about the Twin Cities. 

Chad: When I first moved here I didn’t have any connection to the 
punk rock scene I did have some to the skinhead scene.... 

Chris: That’s kind of how the band started too. The first two years was 
kind of playing to friends having no idea the scene was there. 

Kris: Well we kind of knew it was there we just had no connections. 
Then we played at The Whole and met some, people, played with 
Dillinger Four at the Emma Center. 

aid to me yesterday “you’re not a 
















fence politically is just a Item 

Chris: Got to know people, see bands- Dirt Poor, Impetus Inter, The 
Kung Fools. 

Chad: Come on, could name drop some more? 

So do you guys consider yourselves mods? 

Kris: I knew this was coming. 

Chad: Somebody said to me yesterday “you’re not a punk rocker, you’re 
a renegade mod.” 

Kris: We definitely have those influences. 

Chad: There’s a lot of mod influences in what we do, a ton! I have to 
say my favorite band is still The Who. 

Kris: A lot of aspects of modernism are just part of our lifestyle. I mean 
we aren’t waving the mod flag. 

Chad: There are certain parts of it, certain styles. 

Chris: I love the style and I love the music. 

Chad: I think all our musical influences come from that certain era of 
the Mod revival and early punk. 

Chris: I think that mods in England would laugh at us if we called our¬ 
selves mods. We are in a midwestern U.S. town, I mean come on! 

So where do you think the whole anglophile thing comes from? 



Kris: It’s not like you guys are gonna have a fight and the bands 
gonna break up. 

Chris: Yeah, but we’re stubborn. 

Kris: It’s like a family argument it’s hard to leave it at home some¬ 
times. and things can get a little too close at times. 

Chris: I think some tension is good for a band and that positive 
things come out of tension. 


Chad: I have to say they made the best music in the whole world. I think 
there’s no denying it. A ton of great bands have come from the U.S. but... 

Chris: I don’t go around pretending I care what the queen is up to. I’m 
more into the youth subculture. 

Do you think it has to do with the idea of rebelling against popular 
culture and by not living in England you identify with English youth 
culture for the very fact that it’s not American? 

Chad: In Canada subcultures are more like Britain than here. Everyone 
has a certain amount of segregation by style. I mean here Punk, you can 
be anything. But there it’s like there were the mods, there were the skins 
and there were the punks and everyone pretty much dressed the part. 

Kris: I’m not embarrassed to call myself a mod. 

Chad: We kind of get pigeonholed that way. 

Chris: It’s tough, we did this compilation in England on Detour and 
we sounded totally different than them. And they were all mod bands. 

Kris: Well, there are different types of mod bands and we’re more on 
the punk side. 

So how is it with you guys being brothers and you two (Kris and 
Chris) a couple and living together? 

Chris: Rumor has it that another band used to listen outside our prac¬ 
tice space to me and Chad fighting. 

Kris: It’s good that we’re so close that we can really speak our minds and 
it’s open and we know what’s going on. 

Chris: I mean Chad and I we know how each other think and how to 
push each others buttons. 


What’s the deal with the scooters? 


Kris: I’ve been into Scooters since ‘88 or ‘89. Chad had a scooter 
and sold it to Micah. Chris has got a scooter. So basically we’ve all 
had scooters and we’re kinda into that. 

Chad: Especially you. how many scooters do you have? 

Kris: Seven. Two Lambrettas and Five Vespas and that’s a big part 
of my life and a little bit of Chris’. 

Chris: Some. I’m not as into it as you are but ... 



Kris: It has to do with the band I guess. 

Chris: There’s the mod thing again. We have scooters. In the 
States, this might sound kind of silly, but they’re kind of subver¬ 
sive ‘cuz they’re so weird and you’ve got to pretty much fix ‘em 
yourself. The guys at work laugh at me for having it. 


Anything else you guys want to say? 

Chad: Yeah. I really think there’s a need for a unified left in punk. 
A group of bands . I think there’s a lot of potential there I’d like to 
try and organize along those lines a little anyway, like in Britain 
where they had Rock against Racism and those kind of things going 
on I think that there is real potential for that kind of thing here. 

Kris: You’ve got to learn it somewhere and you’re sure not gonna 
learn it in school.. 

Chad: People should get in touch. Especially if you’re a union 
member in a band or into red politics. 4531 W. 36 1/2 St., Apt. 
17, St. Louis Park, MN 55416 
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So when did you 
take over Factsheet 
Five? 

I’ve been doing it for about 
five years now, and that’s way 
too long. Mike Gunderloy did 
it for longer. He did it for 
eight years, but he wasn’t really 
doing it full time for more 
than a couple years during that 
eight-year period. To be doing 
Factsheet Five full time for five 
years is really stressful. 

How did you come about 
even getting the gig? 

There was no more Factsheet 
Five. It did not exist anymore. It 
had gone out of business com¬ 
pletely. Hudson Luce completely 
fucked things up so badly. 

When you’re doing a magazine 
like Factsheet Five, it’s really 
important to have a stable 
address so that people can know 
where to send zines for review. 
And you can’t really publish the 
magazine without having people 
send you zines. And he moved 
about five times in one year. 
Some of them were even state- 
to-state moves! He really fucked 
it up badly. And that was that. It 
was dead. Dead dead dead. If it 
had gone from Mike to some¬ 
one else, it probably would have 
been a smooth transition. But 
going from Mike to Hudson, 
there was no continuum because 
Hudson was such a fuckup. And 
at that time Mike was really 
depressed, so I had to sort of 
restart it from scratch. With a 
lot of help from Mike—NO, 
with a minimal level of help 
from Mike—and a minimal 
amount of aggravation from 


aftE: 

IF YOU RESTART FACTSHEET FIVE 
FOR WHATEVER REASON, 

IT WILL BACKFIRE AGAINST YOU! 


Hudson, I was able to do it. 

So how were you aligned with Factsheet 
before you took over? 

I liked it. 

You weren’t working for it or anything? 

Mike was sending it to me cause I was doing 
a zine, and I just thought it was a really cool 
magazine. And I didn’t really have a job. The 
story about Mike was that he did Factsheet 
Five as a time saving tool, and that became a 
big joke because it ended up consuming all of 
his time. I restarted Factsheet Five as a way of 
avoiding work! And now, of course it con¬ 
sumes all of my time and I work like a moth¬ 
erfucker on it. So it’s the ongoing thing, who¬ 
ever you are: if you restart or do Factsheet 
Five for whatever reason it will backfire 
against you. 

So how is that you’ve managed to keep 
your sanity over the past five years. 

I haven’t been able to. I have not. I don’t 
leave the house. I don’t leave the house for 
days on end; I stay at home and work. Maybe 
that’s weird & insane, but look at the people 
that do that. Chris Ware, I can’t imagine that 
he ever leaves his house I mean he does such 
incredible work. He must stay at home and 
work all the time! 

So now, how many people work on 
Factsheet with you? 

I just moved my main employee, Chris Becker 
to full time. So he’s a full time... consultant... 
er... writer. He’s not an employee because... we 
don’t have any employees. 

Of course not 

Of course not because we don’t have any 
employees. And so he doesn’t work for us full 
time. But he does spend many hours—as a 


consultant—working on Factsheet Five. 

So Factsheet is done out of your home 
then? 

Yeah, I should really get an office 
because it’s taking over my whole place. I 
only have an apartment. It consumes 
everything. Any project that’s successful 
will consume all: all space, all money, all 
sanity. So yeah, we just have the apart¬ 
ment. and it works out pretty well. 
There’s an office in it, with three com¬ 
puters two of which are networked 
together, the third of which will be net¬ 
worked soon, so we’ll be one of the few 
homes in San Francisco that has a three 
computer local area network system. We 
have a fax machine... your basic home 
office equipment. 

So does that mean you have a ton of 
people coming in & out of your house 
all the time? 

Not that much, it depends. We have a 
lot of deliveries coming in all the time. 
But it’s pretty quiet. I discourage people 
coming by. I get a lot of calls from peo¬ 
ple that want to stop by, you know to 
get a tour of the office, but I’m pretty 
tight with invitations. 

So then what drives you to keep 
doing it? 

What keeps me doing Factsheet Five is 
fear of employment; I don’t want to have 
a job. Even though this is such an over¬ 
whelming endeavor, I’m really fearful of 
jobs. Everyone always complains about 
commuting to their job and about hav¬ 
ing bosses that are mean and unfair, and 
I guess that kind of stuff scares me. So 
I’m looking for other things to do, I want 
to keep doing Factsheet Five, I like it, I 
think it’s a good project, and that’s why I 
want it to keep going. I think it is kind 
of important. Besides dealing with the 
aggravations and the rip-offs and the ass¬ 
holes like Robert DuPree, here’s a guy 
that’s basically using Factsheet Five to 
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molest underage girls. He does 
Subliminal Tattoos and Rude. He basical¬ 
ly spends his full time trying to scam on 
underage girls or harass zine publishers. 

So you have other projects going on 
too, right? 

As if Factsheet Five was not enough, I’m 
doing more. IVe got this book worked 
out with Crown right now, which will be 
really exciting. 

One thing that IVe found that’s 
strange about this current wave of 
zine people getting snapped up with 
book deals: whatever happened to 
independent publishing? Why publish 
a zine yourself and then go to a cor¬ 
poration to put out a book? 

Well Jesus Christ, its nice to get some 
money every once in a while if you work 
& slave away for years on a zine! I totally 
support people making a little bit of 
bucks off their hard work. I think that’s 
really important to do. And that’s one of 
the things I wanted to do with my book, 
I tried to get as large an advance as pos- 
I sible so that I could give these zine pub¬ 
lishers as much money as possible for the 
rights to reprint their articles in my 
book. And that’s something that I really 
worked hard on. Unfortunately I didn’t 
get as much money as I wanted. The 
standard rate is a hundred dollars for a 
reprint, that’s what HotWired pays, 
that’s what Harpers pays, and that’s what 
I wanted to pay, I didn’t quite get as 
much in advance as I wanted, so I was 
not able to do that much. 

So when is this book going to be out? 

The spring of 1997. 

Right now you’re just working on com¬ 
piling stuff? 

I’m working on a lot of things. I’m try¬ 
ing to write introductions and articles 
for the book and things like that, and 
editing everything. It’s a lot of work. 


So are you selecting pieces based on 
the fanzine or on the strength of the 
individual article? 

Both, actually. Some zines have been diffi¬ 
cult because I couldn’t find one piece that 
personified the zine. And other times there 
have been zines that I’m not as enthusiastic 
about and some zines that have gone out of 
business, but that have pieces that I really 
really love and I am including them in the 
book. I’d like the book to include as many 
really fine pieces as possible. 

So what other projects are you working on? 

I’ve got an article in some Encyclopedia 
Information Please Entertainment Almanac 
or something like that, I’m doing an article 
about zines for them. And then I do a bi¬ 
weekly column on zines for HotWired. 

One thing that I always forget about 
Factsheet Five is that it has writing in it. 
It’s not just reviews, and that the writing is 
really good! 

I really want more articles, and people like the 
articles and say they want more articles in it. I 
want to have a letters section in there. I want to 
have more how-to stuff in there. I want to 
expand the gossip secuon. I’d love to have a 
news section in there. I’d like to do all these 
things, but you’re limited because of the fact 
that there are so many zines out there, and how 
do you manage that? I’ve been trying to manage 
it by reviewing less zines, by making shorter 
reviews, by having an abbreviated review section 
at the end of each category. I’ve been doing all 
these things just to try to cut down on the 
number of pages devoted to reviews because if 
you have a magazine and 144 pages are reviews, 
you’re very discouraged from including other 
pieces in it when you’re paying for the paper it’s 
printed on. While everyone loves the reviews 
and reviews are the basis of Factsheet Five, I’m 
trying to figure out a way to make things small¬ 
er so that we can fit more stuff in it. 

So now how do you decide what does and 
doesn’t get reviewed? 

Well, there’s a lot of crap out there. Not only 
is there a lot of crap out there, there’s a lot of 


really really crappy crap. Stuff 
that no one, anyone except for 
the publisher—perhaps—would 
say that this is worth while. And 
I’m sure that there are a lot of 
zines that we get where the pub¬ 
lisher doesn’t even care about 
them. And we’re trying to avoid 
even mentioning anything that is 
not even worth mentioning. 

Part of the glut of bad zines 
stems from the zine boom of 
recent years. To what do you 
attribute that? Why did it 
happen? 

It’s really hard to answer that 
because I’m not quite sure. I think 
a lot of it might have to do with 
Factsheet Five, at least I’d like to 
think so. A lot of it might have to 
do with xerox technology. A lot 
might have to do with computer 
technology. But I think there are 
probably more reasons than just 
those. People are more interested 
in pursuing that aspect. Pursuing 
those kinds of ventures. People 
seem to be more interested in self 
publishing vis a vie freedom of 
expression, community, reaching 
out. There is a lack of community 
and relevant information from 
daily newspapers or alternative 
weeklies. We’re here in a book fair 
and there is very little worthwhile 
here to read, and people recognize 
that. If you want real, worthwhile 
things to read, you have to make 
your own. And a lot of times they 
are worthwhile to read, there are 
some good zines out there. There 
are a lot of really crappy zines, but 
there are some zines that are 
worthwhile to read. 

What do you find yourself 
reading? 

I read zines but not too much. I 
don’t read books all that much. I 
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don’t know, it changes from 
month to month. This month 
I’m reading the Wall Street 
Journal. I tried that last year, I 
did it for a couple of weeks and 
then I stopped. I’m doing it 
more this year. I’m reading the 
Journal now because the daily 
papers of San Francisco are real¬ 
ly really bad, and I can’t read 
them at all. I try to read the 
New York Times on Sunday, I 
think that’s good. I read Folio, 
Harper’s, I’m subscribing to 
magazines. I just got a subscrip¬ 
tion to Prison Life, a magazine 
for prisoners, I think that’s a 
good magazine, I’m excited 
about that. I sort of like maga¬ 
zines a lot. 

You said that you don’t read 
books that often. Is that 
because they don’t fit into 
your schedule? 

That’s exactly it. I wish I had 
more time, then I’d read a book. 
Actually, now I’ve figured out 
why I don’t read books. People 
that read books, right, they read 
some of a book, then they’d put 
it down, and then maybe they’d 
go to work or maybe watch TV. 
Then a day later they’d pick it 
up and read it, and then put it 
down. Then a day or two later 
they may pick it up again and 
read it some more. I think that’s 
how a lot of people read. For 
me to pick up a book and then 
put it down, by the time I pick 
it up again it would be several 
days later and between that time 
I would have read several hun¬ 
dred zines, and it’s really hard to 
keep a thread going to remem¬ 
ber what’s going on in a book 
when you’ve just read two hun¬ 
dred zines. 


So how do you go about reading two hun¬ 
dred zines? 

That’s what I do full time, I sit and read zines 
all day long. I get up at eight in the morning 
and I read zines until eight at night. 

Oh god!! 

That’s what I do, that’s my life. 

Do you allow yourself to skim them, or do 
you actually read each and every one. 

Yeah, I skim them. There are very few zines I 
read cover to cover. And it’s becoming less 
and less because even the ones I do want to 
read cover I don’t have the time to! 

If you had to advise someone on how to 
put out a zine of worth, since anyone can 
put out a zine of no worth, what have you 
gleaned from the hundreds of thousands 
of zines you’ve read? 

Some writing professor, or someone famous 
said that inside everyone there’s one good 
book. Meaning that inside everyone there is a 
semi-autobiographical novel or biography or 
work of non-Fiction that is sort of about their 
life or about their interests. Maybe this guy 
was in the airforce and flew an airplane and 
so he could write a book about his airplane. 
Or maybe this guy works in the sanitation 
department, and maybe he could write a 
technical book about sanitation trucks. Well, 

I believe that inside everyone there is at least 
one good zine, but a lot of people are afraid 
to find it. They’re like “well, I could do a zine 
about my collection of bottle openers, but 
then people would think I’m weird.” Well, if 
you do have a collection of bottle openers, 
you should do a zine about them because that 
would be much more interesting than if you 
do a zine about weird stuff you saw in a J 
Crew catalog. I mean, I’ve seen that too many 
times Thankfully I’ve seen less zines made up 
of reprints from Harper’s these days, but I’m 
seeing more zines with reprints from catalogs 
and we don’t really need that. If you inter¬ 
view a band, it would be nice if the band is 
sort of well known, unless you really want to 
focus on the local scene and if you do, then 


really focus on the local scene. Don’t just 
interview your friend’s band because it’s 
your friend’s band. As exciting as that 
may be to you, there are very few people 
that will be interested in that. Do some¬ 
thing that you’re really excited about, 
but do something that you think other 
people may be interested. If you look 
and experiment hard enough, you’ll find 
something. 

What do you feel like you never need 
to see again? 

A zine. Yeah, I could live the rest of my 
life without ever reading another zine. 

Not only could I live the rest of my life 
without ever reading another zine, but I 
could probably live the rest of my life just 
reading the zines that are in my archive, 
and probably not even finish them. 

So if you weren’t doing Factsheet 
Five, what would you be doing? 

Well prior to doing Factsheet Five I was 
working for a German bank setting up 
local area network systems and doing 
database design for them. So I figure 
doing Factsheet Five is a polar opposite 
from that. So I’m trying to figure out 
what would be a polar opposite from 
Factsheet Five even further. I thought 
maybe being a sociology professor, but 
no, I think that’s what I’m doing right 
now! I should just go to some random 
trade show, just walk over to the San 
Francisco Convention Center any day 
during the week, and walk in and see 
what trade show it is and then tell 
myself that what ever the trade show is, I 
will do that job. No matter what it is, 
whether it’s for people that install sinks, 
or people that do Java programming, or 
for people that do trade shows, a trade 
show for trade shows, that’s what I 
would do. That would be a good way of 
picking my next career. 












NEW ALBUM —OUT NOVI 
MAR'CH MARCH AtlVE 
RECORDED LIVE AT SllMA(t ST 
SONGS 

$8 PPD * CD-$1 0 

(EXCELLENT SOUND QUAUTY!! 
RECORDED LIVE TO 16 TRACK BOARD) 


ALSO OUT NOV: 
SOCIETY-GONE MADDi 
SELF-TITLED ?EP 
5SC(csf?CTAeaCTLisEt€W3cr 
$3 PPD 


PO BOX 1833/LA, CA 90078 

lrooiA34<P intcrramp.com 
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BRAWL 

PALIDOMIDE 

Best sound outta Ireland since early Therapy? 
Rhythm n bruise with a conscience. 

Allied 68 6-song CD EP: $5.00 


PEACEFUL MEADOWS 

MAXIMUM PARTY! 

The Fattest sound not found on Epitaph. K Tel 
presents: fuel-injected punk from San Diego 
Allied 66 13-song CO: $8.00 


mxifi korsor; 


J CHURCH 

ANALYSIS: YES, VERY NICE 

Miss this in their release onslaught? Lo-fi punk 
for low-life people. Aw... just kiddin.kiddo. 
Allied 60 6-song CO EP: $5.00 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 

INVASION 0FTHE INDIE SNATCHERS 

A declaration of independence from the little 
guys who care. Just say No to the dough. 

Allied 61 24-song CD: $8.00 


Also available 'Sh ,| v £L y %iik 

V.CARD 3 PIECE SET: Metodu, mid ieinpo punk from Ibis Bofflf^ffit. ed 65 t-song CD Jflfl'fll) 

CARDS IN SPOKES POOL PARTY'Melodic MngflHRin the style of the Jam. f Costello.etc Allied 67 2-song 7' $350 
Upcoming.albums from CARDS IN SPOKES STlW R^Pn SQUIDBOY Hey seeya in bancruptcy court. 
ALLIED RECORDINGS. P0 BOX 460683,SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94146 0683, USA. 

Send a stamp for a catalog $100 outside the U S Free rotor sticker with order Distributed hy Mordant 


CAIN 

SELFTITLE0 

Songs about regret and guilt as filtered through 
discordant punk in a minamilist Wire fashion. 
Allied 70 2-song 7 : $3.50 


ABSOLUTE ZERO 

SELFTITLED 

Old school melodic/politico hardcore from 
Corvallis, Oregon Produced by Mike Lastra. 
Allied 69 4-song 7": $3.50 


















-A 


•new jimk from second nature* 


Second Nature #4 (72 pages) 

features int^i^ews with 
Damnation a,d., x Enkinde,l, Two 
Line Filler, Despair,’Matt 
Hensley, music and zine 
reviews, rip off artists,ip 
hardcore, and more, ~ # 
52/55 world 4 % r" 


Coalesce CD5 

includes the first 
Chapter), demo versj 
’Simulcast', and tjf 
unreleased songs fro# 
56/58world Rj 


Htckfe 
Hickey 
. Squat 

Mftrba/ 

trunk 

Uocle Sk«o\s 

BIanW* 77 


A Document of Nothing 

15 band compilation featu — 
Enkindel, Harvest', Cymki 
Stedding, Two Line Fil 
Despair, Walleye, Combini 
Grey, Endeavor, Autumn, | 
Still Falls, Convege, Sub: 
(CA), Jejune, and Mainspf 
510/5l2world 

Cycle LP/CD 1 

in the works... 
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well concealed cash or m.o. payable to Dan ms 
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gauge 

forty-three 10" $6ppd. 

hubcap 

those kids are weird LP $7 ppd. 

c-clamp 

meander & return LP $8 ppd. vinyl version of cd on ohiogold records. 

dianogah 

both 100% tree and garden airplane trap 7"s on a CD $5 ppd. 

lustre king 

lustre king 7" $3 ppd. 

ground rule double 

25 band compilation with braid, shellac, gainer, friction, bollweevils, c-clamp, the 

promise ring, trigger quintet, blue meanies, & tons more. CD $10 or 2LP $12 ppd. 

actionboy 300 records 

post office box 14471 Chicago illinois 60614 usa 

please make all checks or money orders payable to billy smith not actionboy 300. thanks, 
distributed by the fine folks at k, revolver, bottlenekk, choke, and cargo 
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out this summer on ONE FOOT RECORDS 
JULY tour dates 
Thur llth -Providence, RI 
Fri 12th -Boston, MA 
Sat 13th -Bethlehem, PA 
Sun 14th -St. Marys, PA 
Mon 15th -Cleveland, OH 
Tues 16th -Indiana 
Wed 17th -Detroit, MI 
Thur 18th -Chicago, IL 
Fri !9th -Rockford, II 
Sat 20th -Appleton, WI 
Sun 2lst -St. Paul, MN 
Tues 23rd -Rapid City, SD 
Thur 25th -Missoula, MT 
Fri 26 th -Seattle, WA 
Sat 27th -Portland, OR 
Sun 28th -Eugene, OR ' 

Tues 30th -Reno, NV 
Wed 31st -Sacremento, CA 
AUGUST 

Thur 1st -Santa Cruz, CA 
Fri 2nd -Berkeley, CA 
Sat 3rd -Los Angeles, CA 
Sun 4th -San Diego, CA 
Tues 6th -Pheonix, AZ 
Wed 7th -Albuquerque, NM 
Thur 8th -Amirillo, TX 
Fri 9th -Dallas, TX 
Sat 10th -Austin, TX 
Sun llth -New Orleans, LA 
Tues 13th -Montgomery, AL 
Wed 14th -Pensacola, FL 
Thur 15th -Tallahasse, FL 
Fri 16th -Gainsville, FL 
Sat 17th -Fort Piere, FL 
Sun 18th -Savannah, GA 
Mon 19th -Charleston, SC 
Tues 20th -Chapel Hill, NC 
Wed 2lst -Richmond, VA 
Thur 22nd -Washington, DC 
Fri 23rd -Baltimore, MD 
“Venues to Be Announced 

Write LatexG P.O.Box 99 
Albertson, NY 11507 or call 
(516) 741-7946 If you can 
help with bookings. 

Distributed by ROTZ & MS 
OFR-2 0017 


ALRIGHT FUCKERS QUIT YOUR CWIN, VIVA IS BACK IN PRINT!! 

CO 


Dead Beat 
Records 



V/A- Viva La Vinyl IP (Back in Print) | 

-classic comp, w/ J Church, Tilt, Serpico, Bouncing c 

Souls, Nonsense, Trusty, Sicko, Whatever.Tilt 

Wheel, JohnCC and more. Fuckin great rec. 



Padded Cell-1 Don't Need Mo Arm* (4 «nj) 7" 

-2nd and long awaited 7” from these snotty LA punx. 

4 brand new unreleased tunes and a short west coast 
tour soon to follow! 

Still Available: 

♦Whatever...- Socially Retarded 7 
*J Church/Serpico- split 7" 

* Padded Cell- That Punk Next Door 7" 
*J Church- She Never Leave* the 
Neighborhood 7" 
*$tatie*/Primate 5- split 7" 

♦J Church- She Has No Control 7" 
♦The Gain- You Should Know 7" 
♦Whatever...- Jabberwocky LP/CD 
♦Goat Boy- Struggle For Power 7" 

MO’s payable to Tom Spencer 
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Dead Beat Records 
PO Box 283 
Los Angeles, CA 
90078 4 

(213) 962-3065 
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CO 



Post Office Box 183 
Franklin Park Illinois 60131 
USA 



LA CRY 1 " 

"Am I Ernie? 


FLIM-FLAMS LP 
debut 1 


The 

Indicators 


The INDICATORS 7" cndtroy 7" 
debut! SNOTBOY 7 




ROSS DAILY 7" The UNSEEN 7" 
"Radio Sucks" "Protect & Serve 

3 “ ~jFj V.M.Live Series 

" V.MXive so far: Queers, 

Pink Lincolns, 
Submachine, 

BLANKS ’77 Blanks 77, 

7/7/94 Parasites, and 

Sloppy Seconds 
a il live 7"s! 


and these four are next on the list: 


VML-014 
Smears 
2/24/95 
Issue #7 


VML-015 
Meatmen 
3/3/95 
Issue #8 


VML-016 

AAA 
7/16/95 
Issue #9 


VML-017 

Effigies 
12/16/95 
Issue #10 


GET VML RELEASES FROM THESE PEOPLE: 
LOOKOUT! RECORDS, REVOLVER, 1000 
FIOWERS RHETORIC RECORDS, CHOKE, 
SUBTERRANEAN, SKULLDUGGERY, GET HIP 
I AND OF COURSE YOUR LOCAL MOM & POPS. 


V. 


































































T ViHYL DtVUit 
$3ppD. U.2.CJ. 
$M-ppD. WORLD 


DistRigutoRa ee.uaRe. 


gawiDwciGow records 
P.o. box W33Z 


DAMNATION a.d. “Misericordia” 

5 song 10” /10 song CD JT1025 


"Nuclear power is one hell of a way to boil water." 
— Aiinstein 


CHERNOBYL 


Chernobyl is ten this year. Last year 
punk supposedly broke. Commemorate 
both disasters by buying this fine 
benefit CD featuring: 


2310 KENNWYNN R0. WILMINGTON, DE19810 

VISIT OUR HOME PAGE AT: http://www.jadetree.com 

E MAIL US AT: jadetree<g>jadetree.com 

SEND A STAMP FOR A FREE CATALOG. DISTRIBUTED BY M0RDAM. 


MAIL ORDER PRICES: 

10": $6.00 USA / $8.00 SURFACE / $11.00 AIR 
CD: $8.00 USA / $9.00 SURFACE / $11.00 AIR 


BANDS 


LEGITIME 


SEEIN 


RED 


AURORA 


WHO SURVIVED THE 


DEF0NCE 


THOSE 


NOT 


PLAGUE 


ANARCRUST 


CAPTAIN 


RESPONSIBLE 


PR0PAGANDHI 


INQUISITION 


CRISIS WHAT CRISIS 


MOJO 


NIXON 


SPY 


JELL0 


BIAFRA 


H0FFNUNG 


TRUMMERSIND 


STEINE 


DR 


RHYTHM 


MUD 


FLAP GIRLS 


VHK 


SCHWARTZENEGGAR 


COLLISION 


SPEAKERS 

NOAM CHOMSKY • I0ULI ANDREEV 
JELLO BIAFRA • MANUELA KRAUTER • HARVEY 
WASSERMAN* ANNA SYOMINA 
AMORY LOVINS 




Tiny Records 
PO Box 979 
Ft. Lauderdale, FI 
33302 


$12 ppd U.S. 
from tiny 
records 

20 DM ppd 
europeon region 
from friendly 
cow 




FRIENDLY COW 
RECORDS 
Schutzenstr 217 
44147 Dortmund 
GERMANY 


all proceeds go to help victims living in the Ukraine 
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A Strange Emptiness 

Story by Oberic 

flames by Paul Alix 



^^^omeone was knocking on my door. I placed my beer 
^^^on the table and walked heavily to the door. I looked 
through the peephole. Saw a pretty girl-probably des- 
tined to somebody else’s apartment. 

“Can I help you?” I asked. 

“Larry!” she said “Remember me?” 

I felt a tug on my pants leg and looked down. There was a little 
girl smiling up at me. 

“Is that Daddy?” she asked. 

“Shush!” said her mother. 

“Who were you looking for?” I asked. Pretending not to be Larry. 
“Larry,” said the girl, “I know its you. Don’t you remember 
me at all ? “ 

“I’m trying.” I said. 

“Tina. Remember? High school.” 

Shit, I thought, if this is Tina, and that’s her daughter.... 

“Tina!” I said. “My God’ How you doing? Sorry I didn’t recog¬ 
nize you. Here, come on in.” 

I wondered what she wanted. Especially after all of this time. 
The last time I saw Tina was what, four, five years ago. We were 
going steady. High school sweethearts. Then a bunch of weird 
shit hit the fan. I had to get out of town. In one big hurry. No 
questions asked. No forwarding address. By the time I got back 
I had forgotten all about her. 

“Who’s the kid?” I asked. 

“Becky.” answered Tina. “Isn’t she cute?” 

“Sure.” 

I said. “Hey, would you like a beer?” 

“Sounds good.” answered Tina. 

I walked into the kitchen. Pulled two beers out of the fridge. 
Walked back to Tina and the kid. Handed Tina her beer. The 
kid, she was looking at me funny. It was a look that could cause 
problems in a bar. 

“Is he or isn’t he?” she asked. 

“Shush”’ said Tina. 

“So what have you been up to?” I asked. 

“Not much.” said Tina. “I’m working in a bank downtown. 

It pays pretty good and I manage to keep ahead of my bills. 
How about you?” 

“Oh, the usual.” I said. “I’m still into my art and writing. I had 








a one man show last week and people try to get me to do 
a reading. But I don’t. I don’t like standing in front of all 
those people.” 

“What do you write about?” 

“Remember that story I did in high school?” I asked. 

“You mean the one about doing drugs?” 

“Yeah.” I said. “Stuff like that. Only I write more about drink¬ 
ing than drugs these days.” 

“Oh.” 

“Is that Daddy or not?*’ asked Becky, getting impatient. 

“Quiet now.” said Tina. “Can’t you see we’re talking?” 

I took a long drink of my beer. This wasn’t real. It wasn’t hap¬ 
pening. Any minute the alarm clock would go off and I’d wake 
up with a hangover. 

“How did you find out where I lived?” I asked. 

“Your mother told me.” said Tina. “I ran into her at the 
grocery store.” 

I pictured that. My mother talking to Tina. I could hear her 
now: “Shit Larry’ You should of told me you had a kid. I almost 
had a heart attack when I found out’” 

“Why’d you decide to look me up?” I asked. 

“Becky kept asking questions.” said Tina. “I thought it was time 
for her to know.” 

“So that’s Daddy” said Becky, jumping to her feet. She ran 
across the room. Leaped into my lap. 

Almost spilling my beer. 

“I don’t have any money.” I said. 

“That’s not why I’m here.” said Tina 
“Daddy daddy daddy” said Becky. 

“Then why?” I asked. 

“You’d want to know who your father was, wouldn’t you?” 
“Yeah.” I said. “Sure.” 

“Well, Becky kept asking. And when I ran into your mother, 
well, it just seemed the time.” 

“You sure you don’t have anything else in mind?” I asked, 
suddenly realizing I’d have to quit drinking if I had to pay 
child support. 

“No.” said Tina. “I just wanted Becky to meet you. That’s it.” 

“How about another beer?” I asked, noticing my bottle was almost 
empty. It disappeared while I was thinking about the future. 
“Sounds good.” said Tina. 

“You got any soda pop?” asked Becky. 

“Afraid not.” I answered. 

I walked into the kitchen. My hand did a quick sweep across my 
forehead. Sweat was starting to collect there. I pulled two more 
beers out of the fridge. When I got back Becky was waiting in 
my chair. 

“Thanks.” said Tina, opening the bottle. 

“You sure you don’t have any soda pop?” asked Becky. 

“Positive.” I answered. 

“We’ll get you soda pop later.” said Tina. 

“Promise?” asked Becky. 

“Promise.” answered Tina. 

“Sorry.” I said. 

“Sorry?” asked Tina. “About what?” 

“That I didn’t know.” 

“How could you?” said Tina. “You left town so fast nobody 


knew where you had gone.” 

“It feels weird.” I said. “Having something like this behind me 
and not knowing nothing about it.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” said Tina, smiling. “Everything’s 
under control.” 

“Do you want to get back together?” I asked. Hell, Tina was 
looking good, and a kid wouldn’t be all that big a deal. 

“No.” said Tina. “What we had was over when you left. I just 
wanted Becky to meet her Dad,” 

“You sure?” 

“Yes.” said Tina. “Look, I’m sorry, but its getting late. I got to 
get Becky a soda pop. It was good seeing you again. I hope 
everything works out with the writing and the art.” 

“I don’t know what to say.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” said Tina. 

I walked them to the door. Tina stopped. Looked me in the eye. 
Then kissed me on the lips. 

“What about me?” asked Becky, tugging on my jeans. 

I knelt down. Kissed Becky on the forehead. It was warm. She 
was smiling at me. She said “Daddy.” 

Tina stepped into the hall. 

“Will I see you again?” I asked. 

“Maybe.” said Tina. “Let’s wait and see.” 

“Bye.” said Becky. 

“Bye.” I said. 

I watched them walk down the hall. They turned the corner and 
left me with their footsteps. The front door opened. Closed. 
Then there was nothing. I walked into my apartment. Closed 
the door. Got a beer from the fridge, Something was wrong 
inside. I shouldn’t have let them go. It was like there was a 
chunk of me missing. I had an ugly feeling I wouldn’t see them 
again. There weren’t any hard feelings either way. It wasn’t like I 
had fucked somebody over. But there was something. Something 
I wasn’t used to. Inside I had a strange emptiness. 
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The first full length LP on Beer City!!!! 
The Bristles ’ Last years Youth' niTfmfflWA 

jr. a 1'WxmtK&f VVF/fa 

12 songs from this hardcore/punk^ 

band from Jersey! 

Only $6.00 PPD.In the U.S.A 

$7.00 PPD.from Canada or Mexico 

.$8.00 PPD anywhere else 





Hardcore/punk from Chicago,It 
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Hardcore /p unk fro m.. 
AUSTRALIA! 



HARD S^^' ,,J 

touch of OI! 

were else!! 



Send money order or well concealed cash, NO CHECKS / U.S. funds only 

katcboardsg Skate«.«a^sg lt ecor(( |kate»oard S3 « OCOf . (| 

P.O. Box 26035 Milwaukee, Wl 53226-0035 (414) 257-1511 FAX (414) 257-1517 
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Send $1 for catalog & sticker or $5 for catalog, sticker, & Maximum Rock’N Roll Magazine 

Maximum Rock’N Roll is a huge magazine covering hardcore punk and underground music from all over the world. 

If you like Underground music, you’ll love Maximum Rock’N Roll! 

M.R.R. may contain material or ideas that may be inappropriate for younger children or people easily offended!!!!! 
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Look for full length realeases by 10-96,Remission _ 
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Real punk not like that crap on Mtv. . . 


1-612-827-2533) 
fax 1-612-827-2100? 























SIX HORSE 


DEBUT FULL LENGTH OUT NOW! 

FINE BUSINESS, EXCELLENT 

THIS TRIO FROM PITTSBURGH, SPORTING AN EX¬ 
MEMBER OF DON CABALLERO, A CURRENT 
MEMBER OF BLUNDERBUSS AND ONE QUIET 
KENTUCKIA N, TEACH YOU TO EAT THREE SQUARE 
MEALS A DAY, AND BRUSH REGULARLY! 

CD $10 LP $8 

ALSO OUT NOW; 

gP'jP numjoU 

| JS clatk h/h) Mote the hiah tioteti 

. * f TjjvPfu- J seven dirty, messy inches of sonic distress 
from boys who should know better! 

D Dubious Honor Records available at your 

Brown Star Records c f ?X 

P.O. Box 51.34, o'MOoXno cKecks 

*>Portland, ME 04101 man! dSCed by 

— wr,u- for free ,aial<> 8 ! Southern Records 
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LISTEN UP DADDY PEACE 


CREEP RECORDS HAS TWO NEW HITS 1 
from the UNDERGROUND brother 

"dead drraws,, "BLKTV-^* 

2^55) - BLUDGEON$N 

aOW END MONSTROSITY- £q V ‘ 

SOULS V -THRIVING ON 


L EVERYTHING 
ROCK" 
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HATE 


STILL 
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PEACE CREEP RECORDS 
P-O. BOX 42451 
PORTLAND, OR 97242 


FOR CATALOG 


seven. $ three, cdep. Sfive ppd in the usa. more outside, send a dollar for a full mailorder catalog, 
look for the frodus.trans megctti & seven storey full lengths soon, 
credit card orders call 703 241.7587. email.amonkcon@aol.com 


post box 6332 falls church va 22040-6332 usa 
























compiled by Paul Chan & Dan Sinker 

T his spring, a group of students at the 
Fashion Institute of Technology visited a 
Manhattan prison for some hands-on research 
for their class project: designing jail cells. Their 
goals was to design cells that would contribute 
to the rehabilitation of inmates who were to be 
released within 18 months. The project 
brought “the depth of our education...to a 
group that probably needs it as much as some 
of our residential clients,” Susan A. Forbes, an 
assistant professor of interior design said. 



ecently, George Bush dropped by 
■Dulles airport to commission the first 
international flying hospital—a wide- 
body L1011 equipped to provide outpatient care. On its maiden 
mission the plane will dispense medical care in El Salvador, where, 
during Bushs vice presidency, the U.S.-backed military slaughtered 
civilians. Then its on to Panama, where, under Commander in 
Chief Bush, the invasion to nab drug-pusher Manuel Noriega (a 
C.I.A. informant under Director Bush) racked up hundreds if not 
thousands of civilian casualties and didn’t stanch the drug flow. 
Then the flying hospital travels to the Philippines—where V.P 
Bush once toasted dictator Ferdinand Marcos with,” We love your 
adherence to—democratic principles.” Hooray for Citizen Bush, 
Hypocrite and Humanitarian! 


Chances that an applicant to a U.S. police force in 1992 w$s found 
to be “overly aggressive” on psychological tests: 1 in 2 



rom the premiere issue of Entertainment Monitor, a 
monthly for parents, teachers, and others concerned 
about the influence of popular music and other enter¬ 
tainment on children and young adults. The following are summaries of the 
perceived themes and story lines from the first batch of records they received. 
It should be noted that EM reviews are given “without bias. We do not 
attempt to evaluate the merit or value of artists or their works.” 


And Out Come the Wolves, Rancid. 

Theme: Looking for a murderer. Realizing what you’ve done wrong 
in life just before you die. Missing Olympia, Washington, while 
surrounded by strangers in New York City. What one sees when on 
drugs. A 21 year old gang member with a Cadillac is a dangerous 
person. And ode to an artist who lived his life outside of the main¬ 
stream. Being in a band and finding out what life on the road is 
like. Feeling overwhelmed by injustices of the city. A list of nega¬ 
tive things in life like death and dying. 


kob Dole, siding with Earth Crisis on both smoking & dairy related 
tissues recently said that smoking is bad for you .”But a lot of other 
"things aren’t good,” he explained, “Some would say milks not good.” 
Dole has has accepted $385,000 in campaign contributions from tobacco 
industry interests and flew 38 times aboard tobacco industry corporate jets. Puff 
one for Bobby you punker you! 


Number of classes in popular culture taught at the Smithsonian last summer by the PR director of People magazine: 6 




























oting that 80% of the work force in America has felt a 
wage decrease while the real per capita gross domestic 
product (the official indicator of the countries economic 
health as a nation) has climbed by a third, with the richest pocketing most of the gain, Lester 
Thurow observes, “Probably no country has ever had a large a shift in the distribution of earn¬ 
ings without having gone through a revolution or losing a major war.” 


Chances that an American with a 1994 B.A. in journalism works 
in public relations, advertising, or is unemployed: 1 in 3 


I cDonalds has been eating more than burgers during a trial 
between the Golden Arches and two Greenpeace activists. 
Among the facts served up during the trials 23 month hear¬ 
ing: 

• McDonalds has been importing beef from Brazil, while 
claming that it is from the European Community. 

• It harrasses and mistreats its employees. 

• It throws out styrofoam instead of recycling it. 

• Because Coke contains water, it is “part of a balanced 
diet.” 

The trial, which has already cost McDonalds $10 million con¬ 
tinues on. 


In an incident in another part of England, a McDonalds employee was fired for 
eating two extra Chicken McNuggets during her lunch break. 
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koof positive that Microsoft is 
^one of the evilest empires oper¬ 
ating today: The spanish-lan- 
guage version of Microsoft’s Word 
6.0 word processor includes some 
questionable synonyms. The pro¬ 
gram, which is used by about 
200,000 people in Mexico, includes 
in it’s electronic thesaurus the terms 
“man-eater” and “savage” as possible 
alternatives to the word “indian.” 
Also in the thesaurus are suggestions 
for using “pervert” or “depraved per¬ 
son” instead of lesbian. And perhaps 
the most erronious, “civilized” as a 
synonym for “Western.” Funny, I’m 
sure “money-hungry”, “monopolis¬ 
tic”, and certianly not “facist” are 
going to pop up when you look up 
Microsoft... but they should. 



is newsclipping was sent in to us some time ago by an anony¬ 
mous source. It’s a little dated, but more than relevant. In it’s 
entirety, unadulterated: The Saga of the Little Bunnies. 


“Calling themselves the ‘Litde Bunnies’ a punk rock band disrupted Saturdays Easter day parade. 

Midway through the parade the band forced their float into the procession at the intersec¬ 
tion of 10th and J streets. Event organizers said the group did not have permission to 
participate in the event. 

‘We screen all entries carefully to avoid things like this,’ said Tim Jeffers, events coordinator. - ^ 
Witnesses say that the band, dressed in rights and wearing stocking masks, played loud 
amplified music and shouted obscenities at the crowd. The band paraded for two blocks 
and then turned off the route before organizers or authorities could detain them. 

Because there has never been a disruption of the Easter parade, police presence was light. 

‘This has never happened before,’ a police spokesman said. ‘Next year we will take more 
precautions,’ he added. 

Parade goers reaction ranged from anger to dismay. ‘I guess in this kind of world people will do 
mean, vicious things, but that’s no excuse to ruin a child’s Easter,’ exclaimed Sophie Olden, a grandmoth¬ 
er who took her granddaughter Sara to the parade. ‘I hope they find these deviants and throw the book at 
them.’ 

None of the ‘Little Bunnies’ could be located for comment.” 
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very week or so my 
i mother calls to check 
up on me. This week, 
among the news of my still 
pending unemployment and 
the opening of the renovat¬ 
ed Museum of 
Contemporary Art here in 
Chicago, I told her that I 
was writing articles from my 
friend Dan in his ‘zine. I 
described the ‘zine and 
Mom seemed pleased with 
my commitment to Punk 
Planet, because “Writing 
Rock-n-Roll make you rich! 
If you write a song for 
Michael Jackson, you can be 
rich.” Here then is my first 
attempt at writing a song 
specifically for Michael 
Jackson to sing, dedicated to 
Teresa Chan, and all the 
mothers out there stuck in 
dead end jobs, miserable 
marriages, and lives of quiet 
desperation: 

I love children more than lisa marie 
They are bright and handsome 
And they love me 

I rap and sing to brake their misery 
And bondage from parents and 
The welfare state 
/ brake! You cant stop me! 

(Chorus) 

Michael. Michael, Oho La La! 
Michael Michael you’re our star! 
Michael Michael Oho La La! 
Michael Michael Fantastic guy! 

(Rap) 

I love children more than lisa marie 
She never loved me 
She’s a bitch, with a big chin 
Plus she smells funny 
Like bananas and peanut butter 
Maybe Elvis conceived her while 
Eating that strange sandwich 
That bitch! 

Chorus 



I ts hot today. We’ve been privy to 3 straight days of hell-like heat. Since I am currently unemployed, I spend 
most of my day in my apartment in my underwear. My roommate Steve, won’t look at me when I do that. I 
don’t think my body repulses him. Perhaps it has something to do with his religious convictions (he’s a 
Christian). Heaven help us—we’re drowning in our own luscious sweat. 


P Number of pages dedicated 
X to the last 16 years of punk in 
Legs McNeils 423 page book, 
Please Kill Me: the uncensored 
history of punk rock: 30 

Number of times Legs said that 
' today’s Punk music and its cultur¬ 
al/political agendas are “boring” on 
a recent radio interview show: 15. 

Number of times the host of the radio show bent 
over backwards to tell Legs that she was hep to 
McNeil’s narcissist, nihilistic, drunken sex spree 
brand of Punk: 3. 

The first words about Legs that came to mind 
after the interview: Jag-off. The second: Kevorkian. 
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By Paul Chan 
(photo unavailable) 
































IK t was no accident Punk “broke” in 1989. In the Winter 
1 of 1989, “The Year That Punk Broke” premiered, a rock- 
umentary© on the rise of punk in mainstream American 
music. The recognition of punk followed in Newsweek , Time, 
and eventually every major media outlet in the country. The 
emergence (or perhaps reemergence) of this musical genre 
from relative obscurity was as predictable as the collapse of 
the Soviet Union. One could also make the argument that 
1989 was the year that things broke; Punk music, once the 
scourge of all that was decent and good, broke from obscuri¬ 
ty and invaded American culture; and across the Atlantic, the 
Soviet Union, once the scourge of all decency and goodness, 
simply broke up. In came the Punks, out went the 
Communists. In either case, the media interprets them as 
“accidents,” or events whose factors were either too negligi¬ 
ble to have been recognized or too numerous to predict, and 
the (necessary) resulting conclusion is that “things happen.” 
Time marches on, and History writes another chapter, irre¬ 
spective of truth or consequences. And who writes that 
history? Not you. 

Fortunately, there’s MTV, televising the revolution as it sees 
fit. The coverage was followed by the cultural production 
of all things “Punk”: T-shirts, sodas, hair dyes, and bands. 

But material goods aren’t the only commodities being pro¬ 
duced for punk’s sake. Even more pervasive, and therefore 
more perverse, is the way in which the commodities were 
being sold, wrapped in new, glittering packaging which can 
only be described as the “alternative aesthetic”, of which 
Punk has historically been a heavy proponent of; fried chick¬ 
en with attitude; cars with street cred; be yourself, drink this 
soda; be aggressive, wear these boots; this ain’t your father’s 
Oldsmobile. The selling of merchandise then takes on a 
two-fold character—not only do you buy something, but 
you can also partake in the values which that something 
embodies. Instant attitude. 

Values, which the Punk culture has so dearly held onto, like 
so many cub scout merit badges, are being used to sell cough 
drops and European jeans. It is harder, however, excommu¬ 
nicating co-opted values than say, co-opted bands. The 
excommunication has already begun, I’m certain, of The 
Offspring a southern California Punk band who just signed a 
multi-million dollar deal. The word “sellout” will undoubt¬ 
edly hound the band’s name for as long as they put out their 
questionable music, now being distributed by Columbia 
music. In outing the band (and others like The Offspring), 
the Punk community reflexively begins to separate them¬ 


selves from the contaminated parties who are dealing with 
companies who also happen to finance movies and ther- . 
monuclear generators. They are branded as outsiders, no 
longer belonging to the mode of production and the cultur¬ 
al community which conceived them. In short, they 
become lepers. What is at stake here is the sanctity of the 
punk culture and community, of protecting the “scene” 
from the rabid dreams of capital. 

But will it? There were bands “selling out” before The 
Offspring, and there will certainly be bands shaking hands 
with Satan after them. What is less visible and perhaps 
more frightening is the wholesale commodification of 
Punk—not simply the look, the attitude, or even the music, 
but the very idea of Punk. Will the simple strategy of “kick 
the leper out of the village” suffice, when even the shared 
values and beliefs historically espoused by the Punk com¬ 
munity are being packaged and sold for the consumption of 
anyone who craves for a taste of the alternative anti-author¬ 
itarian now and then? Obviously the answer is no (for how 
does one kick values out of a village?). But this speaks less 
of the ineffectiveness of the strategy ,and more about its 
fundamental anachronisms. Things have drastically 
changed since punk’s first incarnation in the late 70’s. And 
the seeming lack of discussion about those societal changes 
(the emergence of multi-national capitalism, the collapse of 
alternative world-views such as communism, the debates 
concerning multi-culturalism, etc.) in relation to punk nec¬ 
essarily antiquates their strategies in confronting and com¬ 
bating powers which the community deems undesirable. 

Yes, it is of course the music that matters, and not, as some 
might suspect my point to be, the politics, or even a more 
insidious word, the discourse. The matter however, is not 
as simple as the preference of one category over another. 
Politics, History, and Culture inform Music as much as 
Music informs itself. And each permits and contains the 
movement of the other, to varying degrees of influence. 

The relationship, in short, is dialectical. In seeing Punk in 
a dialectic with other themes and forces, one must then 
confront the notion that there is no purity in punk, to see 
that there is always an “other” which shapes the gravity and 
grace of a music and a philosophy we call Punk. 

This dialectic came in full light in 1989. More specifically, 
it could be traced to Nirvana, whose record Nevermind\ 
went gold (It would in 1990 go on to platinum). The 
record trumpeted the arrival of “Alternative” music. It was 
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different. It was hip. And it sold. In fact, anything and 
everything under the aegis of Alternative sold; from Hip- 
Hop to House; from New Folk to Punk. And still does. But 
to find analysis as to why there was such an explosion in new 
music, including the rise of Punk, you would have to cir¬ 
cumvent the usual quasi-social but always flatulent polemics 
from MTV or Newsweek, and look at who this music and its 
constellation of cultural production is for, who the target 
audience is. (One hint...its not your father.) Specifically, 
the new alternative culture industry sought the money and 
minds of people born between the early 60s and the middle 
70 s—the kids of the baby boomers, because they are, pro¬ 
portionally speaking, the next dominant generation of 
American consumers. Their target was, and remains today, 
the young. This is because the 90s marked a change in the 
role that generation would play in American society. 

Growing up in the ’70s and ’80s, that generation showed up 
on the societal map only as a moderate consumer force, pri¬ 
marily because they were too young to make any significant 
impact in other fronts. And the money they were trickling 
into the economy were dependent on others (parents, for 
instance) or minimum wage/low skill jobs. With the advent 
of the 90’s, the bulk of the people became of voting age, 
wielding their political clout. Many began to assimilate 
themselves into the U.S. job market (only to grumble later at 
the empty prospects brought on by the Reagan revolution 
and the subsequent sobering of the Bush years). The genera¬ 
tion came of age in the 90’s , both as a force and a viable 
market: politically, economically, and culturally. 

Enter the mass media, who interpreted the business hype of 
the next big consumer market as the next big story. The 
early 1990’s saw a boom in articles “defining” the youth of 
America. Fortune weighed their financial prospects in two 
different cover stories, while Esquire defined them under the 
moral parameters of politics. On July 16, 1990, Time devot¬ 
ed their cover story to the emergence of what they penned 
the Twentysomething.” The list goes on. Every magazine, 
from Mademoiselle to Psychology Today had their spin on the 
hot, new issue. The Los Angeles Times , The Washington Post , 
and The New York Times all ran “definitive” essays by the 
likes of Henry Allen and Bret Easton Ellis: each entering the 
debate touting a new perspective, and all vying to stamp 
their authority on the new-founder consumers in America. 


Yes, things happen, but not as accidents. There are always 
already mitigating factors which contribute to the forces 
which make things happen. Within the climate of the 90’s, 
it was only a matter of time before a sign would come that 
would lead the culture industry from haphazard test mar¬ 
keting and crystal ball predictions to a serious mode of pro¬ 
duction for the demanding young consumers of America. 

That sign came when Nirvana hit it big. Was it because 
Nirvana was simply a real rockin’ band? Perhaps. But 
without the national economic movements and the subse¬ 
quent cultural shifts, Nirvana would still be wailing about 
their broken home flannel drudgery in Seattle. Their suc¬ 
cess must also factor in the changes within the music indus¬ 
try, which provided an opportunity for Nirvana, and other 
alternative, punk, bands to hit the national scene—changes 
which reflect the culture industry’s still raging interest in 
exploiting the young. 

On a radio talk show in 1993, Empire magazine editor and 
Chicago music writer Pat Daly remarked, “There was 
absolutely no music industry hegemony within the Chicago 
music scene in 1985. Indies were doing their own thing— 
Big Black, etc.—and mainstream record companies were 
doing theirs—Tiffany, Chicago, etc....” Within five years, 
that would change. The record giants, looking for a piece 
of the new target market, sought the help of independent 
labels to find acts that would sell to “the kids”. A farm sys¬ 
tem developed. And although this system had always been 
in existence, it wasnt until Nevermind that record execs saw 
the venture as being so profitable. Thus, a genre of music 
became legitimate in the eyes and ears of American con¬ 
sumers based on its market potential—a music which has 
now grown to dominate radio airplay in America. A music 
which is still paradoxically called Alternative. 

And it will undoubtedly remain Alternative because its con¬ 
notations within the movements of popular culture has 
itself shifted with the changing role of this genre. It is 
obvious to anyone listening to music that there is no alter¬ 
native to Alternative—it is the musical paradigm of the 
moment. What will keep Alternative alternative is not the 
music’s opposition to a mainstream musical aesthetic 
(which was the case at the beginning), since there is, strictly 
speaking, no longer a “mainstream”, but the synthesis of a 
perceived clash of sensibilities between competing genres 
within Alternative music itself. 




This is done, not by the perpetual recognition (airplay) of 
difference in what is coined Alternative music (which would 
conceivably include Punk, Reggae, Rap, Ambient, etc...) but 
the creation of a set of signs, a body of sounds, and a set of 
sensibilities which would signify that difference itself. So 
rather than showing difference and creating true alterna¬ 
tives, it would instead say, through codification, that “it is 
different.” Since the explosion of new music on the radio in 
1989, there has been a sharp narrowing of diversity new 
music on the air. It is almost laughable how homogenous 
Alternative music now sounds. And it is indicative of the 
dialectic which has shaped the signs and the sounds of 
Alternative music today. As each independent band “made 
it” in the national market, the corpus of signs which consti¬ 
tuted Alternative music grew, until the search for bands to 
sign solely relied on the criteria based on that body of signs 
which now defined Alternative, and more to the point, 
defined market success. That body of signs reproduces itself 
in the mode of musical production (bands forming, produc¬ 
ers molding the bands, venues selecting which bands to 
book), where those signs are reinterpreted as paths of possi¬ 
ble success. The formula of Alternative, then, returns to 
the individual musicians who conjure their art based 
(although some would prefer to call it inspired) by the 
music they hear, the shop-worn conventions they see, and 
the tell tale signs they read. 

It is a totalizing system, where the dominant mode of pro¬ 
duction ( in this case, the Alternative music industry) con¬ 
trols the creation, exchange, and reception of a product. In 
the process, Alternative music steadily delimits and quanti¬ 
fies each of its subset genres until each can be immediately 
recognized based on three categories of signs: The linguistic 
(descriptions of the band and their music); cultural (the 
band’s clothes, geographic origins, type of venues they play, 
the type of hair they have); and most significantly, the audi¬ 
ble (the “Sound” of the band). The strategy is to make the 
music easily recognizable, so it can be easily consumed, 
much to the delight of the Alternative culture industry, who 
can not only sell an unimaginative and uniform product to a 
mass audience, but can do it deploying a paradoxical rhetoric 
thick with notions of “difference” and “nonconformity”. 

Not even Punk can escape the gravity of Capital’s pull. 
Although Punk music and culture have always existed resist¬ 
ing and opposing virtually any and all dominate forms of 
ideology, culture, and commodity production, it is precisely 


that opposition or “difference” which makes Punk, under 
the aegis of Alternative music, marketable. That is the bril¬ 
liance and nightmare of what is called late, or multi-nation¬ 
al Capitalism: even in direct opposition there is a commodi¬ 
ty relation—and in effect, alienation. 

What then, are the true Alternatives? Turning off the radio 
seems to be an obvious choice. However, ignoring the co¬ 
optation of a music and a value system for the sole purpose 
of Capital accumulation seems antithetical to Punk’s funda¬ 
mental ideological opposition to mainstream Capital move¬ 
ments, especially if those movements march Punk towards it 
own commodified demise. It amounts to escapism. Yes, to 
escape, to oppose. But how? 

There is no formula for effective opposition, as the radical 
Left in America has learned in the new era of global corpo¬ 
rate hegemony. What has evolved from the pages of resis¬ 
tance and activism is the idea that all ideological melees 
must begin at a local level. To fight globalism, one must 
localize. This is not to say that Punk should engage in iden- 
tity politics, where “real” Punks would demarcate themselves qq 
from the faux-Punks, denying them membership from of the Ef 
highway underpasses and decaying bowling alley venues kS 
where real Punks toil and play. It is precisely this distinc¬ 
tion between what is authentic and inauthentic that the 
Alternative culture industry has blurred. The time has 
passed for the salvaging of an authentic Punk culture. And 
a realization must be confronted: Alternative culture indus¬ 
try’s commodification of Punk has helped and hampered 
Punk identity: Punk music (albeit in a very filtered and 
constructed form) has reached more people than the inde¬ 
pendent modes of production can ever dream of. In the 
process, Punk has not only become a world-wide phenome¬ 
non, but has also become a local one, where independent 
bands, labels, and venues profit from the residual interest 
trickled down from the Alternative culture industry’s push 
to hear Punk blasting out of every kid’s Walkman. 

Any strategy must recognize this contradictory movement, 
because it is within this dialectic that a seed of effective 
opposition can be found. 







Fine stuff from the Caulfield Lab 
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Frontier Trust 
"Speed Nebraska" CD 



Sideshow 

"Lip Read Confusion" LP/CD 


Eamon 7" 

Cool short lived band from 
Omaha 



Christie Front Drive 
CD domp of vinyl stuff $8 



Giants Chair 
"Red and Clear" LP/CD 



Giants Chair 
"Purity and Control!’ 7" 
Their newest. 
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Opium Taylor 
'-white city CD/LP 


. ppdin 

Canada add $1 World aaa $2 

Send a stamp for full catalog. 


Later this summer-new stuff from Christie Front Drive, Sideshow, 
QlMsCMrrBoys Life and Mineral. Whew! 


Distributed by- Lumberjack, Revolver, 
Ebullition, Dutdh East, Cargo, 
Blindspot, Goldenrod, and others. 
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box 84323 lincoln NE 68501 

http://www.acton.com/bemie 
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Jthe trial separation anxiety project 7" 

I available in a numbered edition of 50 with hand assembled covers 

cei1ishri ne 

last night i dreamt... 1" 

available in a numbered edition of 50 with hand screened covers. 

fthe promise ring 

watertown plank b/w mineral point 7" 

|||$jlable in a limited edition of 100 on white vinyl. 

Bp.'afe still a few copies of the ltd. editions of the metroschifter 
jpgl the 1st ceilishrine 7", get them before they're gone! 

Jf even inches are three dollars ppd. in the us. 

Wour dollars to Canada, and five dollars elsewhere. 
Make check or money order payable to joe beres. 

stamp for a catalog. ip ? foresight records 

o. box 27152 milwaukee, wi 53227 

































BEST FRIENDS ep 

8 songs 
$3.00 ppd. 

MISC. STUFF cass. 

"Fat Wreck Chords sounding pop ______ 

punk in a No Use For A Name vein. / SOHQS (3 from the Best Friends 7") 
Except Funnier, and more enjoyable, <s 0 j 

anduh, they dontsuck. You VO.UU PPQ. 

remember the songs later on. Theyre mcia/ii .* 

the same, but different, but the same. NEWI! OUT NOW! 

pljNbtpLANBT #12 I DONT KNOW ep 

Also hear us on these: TOO MANY RECORDS "Wood Panel 206 R&COfdS 

7 songs 
$3.25 ppd. 

XL t-shirts 

several styles 

For samples or more info call 612-578-8190 $8.00 ppd. 

or e-mail us ferdmerl@msn.com Buttons, DOtCheS. StiCkerS 

All orders/letters are usually sent 3 ■ 3 

out the next day! Free w/ order or donations. 

(cause Its no fun to wait!) 

Leave checks and money orders BLANK!! 

m 7*12 SI. hill, an 55107 - 0*12 


Pacer Wagon With Mags" 100 band comp. LP, the POSSIBLE 
PROBLEM RECORDS CD comp, (late summer) 

Also these ideas: a 7" for POSSIBLE PROBLEM RECORDS, and a 
full length CD (split release with 206 RECORDS) 

Thanks to all who saw us on our summer tour! You rule! 

We want to play the west coast in early 97, so if you can help 
lets talk NOW!! We want to play In your basement!! 






“johnny angel” b/w “boy m^ets 
wall” and “i dated a zombie” 

new bunnygrunt 7” out now! ^ 
karen, jen, and matt vs. Shelley 
Fabares, car crashes and the 
undead. $3.50 ppd on red vinyl! 

also available: Panoohobia #4, 
featuring interviews with the softies, 
kaia, mary lou lord, helium, tullycraft, 
skylab, avocado baby, comics, lots 
more. 104 pages, $2 ppd. 
well-concealed cash, checks or 
m.o.’s out to jen wolfe. 
foreign send more, 
thanks! 

septophilia / pob 3461 
maplewood, mo 63143 



'Seenf doth! 

1442 w. neosho pi. 
tucson, az 85704 
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FRED PERRY 


We're now selling U.K.-made Fred Perry 
& Ben Sherman shirts. Pork Pie Hats, 

& other items. Send $2 for Catalog! 
Thanks! 


READ?! 

STEAD?! 



RO. BOX 2564 GOLDENROD, FLORIDA 32733-2564 



^(te/ ^IJauccla 7" vc ljou/ta ^uihy 

Three songs from Florida's finest 
traditional ska band! Amazing horns 
and smooth female vocals with heart¬ 
broken soul lyrics that, damn it, make 
for an upbeat pick-me-up listen. 

c YYhj/ C yyianv ^ikea ^tokoae; Sanaa 
24 song c.d. of Florida Ska, Punk, 
Hardcore and Emo. Includes tracks by 
Less Than Jake, The Leftovers, Against 
All Authority, The Usuals, Skif Dank, 
Shyster, Bombshell, and others. 

(CD by Boxcar Records / 7" by Boxcar & Teamster's Union) 

PPD. PRI CES: 7" is $3.50/ CD is $9 
PAYABLE TO: 
ANTHONY TORRES. 
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RO. BOX 2564 
GOLDENROD, FLORIDA 
32733-2564 



ftfadoto recordings presents the foctowinp auraipicasurcs: 

broken Jiearts are f Bhie j ” 

solid tunes from ex-members of current, ordination of aaron. and vine, a melodic, 
powerful masterpiece, i honestly think they are one of the best bands - period. 

also available: 

Jjliad Ineurselves 

JAKS 

carnation/damn bloodsucker 7" 

coming soon dept.: Current 
CD, neujahs 7'\ Church of 
the ISomh 7”(ex Jihad, 

Memo), they'll be out alien 
they're good and ready. 



Maloto raerditfps 

t>o lox, 50403 fcJ ojwoo , M( 49005 

7"'S COST: 

$3 IN THE US 
*4 CAN/MEX 
$5 EUROPE 
$6 ELSEWHERE 

MAKE THINGS PAYABLE TO JOEL WICK 

distributed by Lumberjack. Blindspot, 
ebuNiton, andrew thomas. 
subterranean, others please write... 


Don't Hate 
Us Cuz We're 
Ugly As Sin 



Buy Our 7" 

Only three stinkin' bucks 
postage paid in the U.S. 
$4.00 for the rest of the world! 

If you send in cash don't come cryin to us if you 
get ripped off by a dope sraokin postal employee. 

Mako checks or money orders out to Jell Raxtei 

The Beautys 
p *°* BOX 10037 
'k-M Fort Wayne, IN 
R 46850 



Power Qround Records Presents 


m Remission m 
■ (Fetus the code 7" J 
Brutal political hardcore! 


'The’Droids 7’ 


‘Polish Punk* 


proids/Boris the Sprinklei 
split 7*_ 


Destributed by: Rhetoric Records 


P.O. box 82 Madison WI, 53701 
Fax: 608-259-0803 


All 7’ $3- ppd in USA $4-Canada&Mexico S5-World 
Make checks out to Eric A Plekan not to POWER GROUND 


>1309 S. 21 ST. Manitowoc, WI 54220 




|StancK)fr7^ 

1 

‘Midwest Hardcore" 


STOP THE WAR! 



General McCaffrey, Drug Czar 

Join the Freaks 

Thousands of innocent people have 
been killed because of the drug 
war while politicians, judges, S« 
cops shred the Bill of Rights. 
Thousands of drug addicts have 
been imprisoned due to drug use 
while treatment programs are cut 
in favor of more prisons. General 
McCaffrey wants more of the same. 
Join FREAKS AGAINST FASCISM and 
help stop the war. We are an or¬ 
ganization dedicated to fighting 
those political forces that seek 
to deny the people their basic 
rights. Call today and become a 
member. For more info just call. 

ftm ntfliHST nuim 

P.O.Box 573 
Hanover Md. 21076 
410-385-9501 

E-mail Roger® piranha.law. 
howard. edu 
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If you are in a band and you plan to play out of town or 
tour, you need a van. If you don't need a van but are buy¬ 
ing a car, much of this applies to you so read along. Before 
we begin with the actual looking for a car I stress to anyone 
who works at a fast food or other shitty job, quit. After you 
have left, get a job at a service station and make your mini¬ 
mum wage and learn about cars while you're at it. I can’t 
tell you how much I learned from those past jobs. 

FINDING VANS. 

Before I can help you decide what van you should buy, you 
need to decide how much $ you have. If you are a typical 
rocker, money is a problem and you can find a van though. 
Next decision, what kind of van should you get? In reality 
Ford, Chrysler or Dodge fans may say that there is a differ¬ 
ence. I come from a Ford family, they all worked there yet 
we will still say that there isn’t much of a difference. So 
unless you have blood ties, like myself, don’t let this deci¬ 
sion stifle you. Now do you want a cargo van, or a conver¬ 
sion? Each has their own benefits. Cargo vans: cheaper 
used, better suspension, more room, fewer windows to see 
those guitars, no fancy interior to trash, but they tend to be 
cold in the winter and hot in the summer and noisy all year 
long. Conversion vans: more comfortable, more expensive, 
lots of windows to break and steal from, less room. Your 
decision here on what is important to you. Every day (I 
mean every day, it’s the only way) pick up the local news¬ 
paper first thing in the morning. Look through every classi¬ 
fied, often vans are misplaced in the wrong category. Read, 
if the van is in your price range call and make a meeting to 
see it ASAR The early bird does get the worm, and often 
has change leftover. Don't bother with dealerships, you will 
not get a good deal, unless maybe you know the 
owner/dealer well. You may need to look at 100 vans 
before it is all over if you want that great deal. Pick up a 
book from the library on buying used vehicles and read it 
(Consumer Reports makes a good one). Bring along a 
paper towel tube, voltmeter, a wad of cash and a friend, 
sibling or parent who knows about cars. 

AT THE SITE. 

When you make an appointment to see the vehicle, try to 
get there at least 15 minutes early. Often I arrive a half hour 
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How to Buy a Van 

By Eric Action 

early to find the owner trying to hide a potential problem, 
clean up an oil leak or warm up the vehicle because it runs 
better warm. All sellers will tell you about the countless new 
items on their van. Listen, but don’t get too excited. Often 
items like: batteries, wheels, wipers, exhaust and radios are 
praised but can easily be replaced yourself. You want to look 
at motor, transmission, suspension and brakes. 

OUTSIDE INSPECTION (HOW DOES SHE SIT?) 

Get down on your knees and look at the van straight on, 
does the van look level and sit high or is it cocked and look 
as if it is full of 100 pound weights. If it isn’t sitting straight 
expect to spend between $100-$1000 on new suspension 
parts. Look at the driver’s side next and look for rust (here 
in the Midwest especially), you don't want huge holes or 
anything, but regardless of what you Mom will say surface 
rust looks bad but isn’t a real big deal. The front tires will 
tell you a lot, if they are new suspect that the owner is hid¬ 
ing something. If the tires are worn check to see if they are 
wearing evenly. If the tread is new on one side of the tire 
and bald on the other there is a variety of suspension prob¬ 
lems that will cost you money (stay clear here unless the 
vehicle is going real cheap). Check the back next, and look 
for a trailer hitch or evidence of one. You may want to trail 
equipment in, but the last owner may have pulled a motor 
home, jet skis or cars with it. This equates to heavy duty 
driving. If you can avoid buying a vehicle with a trailer hitch, 
do so. You can add one later if you want one. Look over the 
passenger side the same way as you did the driver’s side 
and look for rust that may cause door problems as well. 

Now look under the van to look for leaks of the oil, coolant 
or brake fluid kind. While you are under there, how are the 
floors, rusted? If you see any new shiny parts ask what was 
done. If the grass is long under the van, or there are cob¬ 
webs then this thing hasn’t moved for a while. 

Ut€mTKHOOD(ORmUPYOURHOOD,Dm 

This may be very intimidating for some but pop open the 
hood next. Is the motor a 6 or 8 cylinder. Count the spark 
plug wires, there will one for each cylinder plus an extra for 
the coil. My favorite van motor is the Ford straight six. 

Mostly used in 60s, 70s and early 80s’ vans these are 
treasures and will work hard and get better gas mileage 


J 













t- 


then eight bangers. Plus six cylinders are cheaper to repair, 
run and are easier to work on. Look for this no-no’s: duct 
tape (no that Isn't a factory option), coat hangers, masking 
tape or any common household Items (except for a coffee 
can which DOES have a good use). If all looks non-mon- 
keyed then start It up and watch It run. Listen for rattles 
using the paper towel tube to your ear. It will help you 
locate noises better. If a ticking noise is heard from the 
valve covers (above the plug wires), you most likely have a 
tired old motor while a squeak from the belts are not a 
problem and can be fixed. Check the oil for not only level 
but to see if there is water mixed with it. If so, go home 
now. Check the brake fluid and transmission fluid (if auto¬ 
matic) to see if they are low. If they are low, that might tell 
you that there has been leaks and that the owner doesn’t 
check these things very often. If the vehicle is not hot, open 
the radiator, if the color is green you are a go, if it’s red 
from rust stop now are be prepared to spend money now. 

INSIDE (HERE IN MY VAN , DESCENDENTS) 

Interiors are fairly unimportant, really you can use duct tape 
on the seats and armrests. Chances are the crappy interiors 
will save you money on the purchase. After touring a band 
around it is going to be trash anyway, trust me. We are 
inside the van for another reason, the dash. Though all 
vans are a little different all will have fuel, temperature, 
speedometers and battery gauges. Check these out cause 
they are not always cheap to fix and are essential. Start the 
van and watch to see the gas gauge rise, if it doesn’t tell 
the owner to put some gas in it to see if the gauge works. 
DO NOT trust them that it is just low in gas. The tempera¬ 
ture gauge can only be really tested in warm weather while 
driving fast for a while, make the owner let you do this oth¬ 
erwise you could have problems involving radiators, heads, 
water pumps or thermostats. Overheating in the middle of 
Montana on tour isn’t fun. Speedometer is easy enough to 
check (just remember that don’t work in reverse). The bat¬ 
tery gauge should read charging and if you brought the volt¬ 
meter lets check it. While the van is running, put the volt¬ 
meter’s red probe in the positive post of the battery and the 
black on the negative. While running it should read above 
12 volts Around 12.5 - 13. Not running it should read 
about 12-12.2. If all checks out well, go on. 

TRANSMISSION (DROPPED AND SUCH) 

If you can drive a manual (stick) then they will not only save 
you money when buying the van they make it harder to 
steal (many thieves can’t drive em), they are cheaper to fix 
and most importantly you can push start them if your 
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starter dies crossing the interstate. Manuals are more work 

to drive and certain members of a tour can deny being able 
to drive a stick to get out of driving. Your decision. Either 
way the transmission should shift smooth and should never 
make noises when driving. Transmissions have stranded 
many bands with $1000 plus bills, so just test drive it and 
if anything feels or sounds wrong stay clear. 

BRAKES (wmmr EM ’HERE WE COME LAKE) 

Besides checking the fluid and for leaks underneath test 
the brakes while driving. They can be expensive and are 
the most important part of your van, without them you 
may not stop and could easily die. Remember that manual 
brakes are cheaper and need more pressure from your 
feet to stop while power or disc brakes stop faster and if 
are new much better to have. If the van needs new brakes 
but the fluid seems okay then you may need minor brake 
work but then again I needed to spend $700 on my 
brakes this last summer (bad master cylinder and new 
brakes all the way around). 

MISC. (OR ARE YOU STILL READING?) 

Trivial as it sounds try all the lights, turn signals, brake lights 
anything electrical you can think of. Burnt out bulbs are not 
a problem but you could have bad wiring (a headache you 
don’t want to deal with). I almost had to drive home from 
Indianapolis on tour with no headlights because of wiring. I 
also had a fire in a car that burnt out a lot of wires the 
same way. So check these things because if they aren’t 
working right, what’s next? The whole van runs with electric¬ 
ity. Also wiper motors aren’t that cheap either so check that 
one as well. 

I really could go on forever, but remember all I told you 
and a solid car you will find. Again, you can always put in a 
radio so don’t buy a van because of its looks or its rad 
stereo. Oh yeah, don’t pay the asking price if it is over 
$1000, offer a few hundred less in cash and use the news¬ 
papers as a guide for the right price. If this stuff is useful 
write me, but if you buy a van and it dies the day after you 
bought it then please don’t come to me. Things can hap¬ 
pen. My van of occupancy right now is 1976 Ford Econoline 
Cargo Van that I purchased for $700 and in the last 3 years 
made a tour and many long travels and got me to work 
every day with only little repairs and I used these guidelines. 

Not bad for not paying payments every month and next to 
nothing insurance, hey who cares if they hit my tank. 

Eric Action Po Box 6014, East Lansing, Ml 48826. 
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Old school tofu- 
dog roll-ups 

Now I am sure many of you 
remember these from days gone 
past. I was elated when I realized as 
an adult, I could make these on my 
own, without moms help. The only 
catch with these is that in most 
cases you have to go to both the 
health food and regular grocery 
store to get all the required ingredi¬ 
ents, but boy oh boy is it ever 
worth it! 

to make eight pieces: 

1 Pkg. tofu or veggie hot dogs 
1 Pkg. of those crescent rolls that 
come in a can, you know what I 
mean. 

8 slices of cheese (sharp cheddar 
works the best) 

take each dog and split it down the 
middle, being careful to not go all 
the way through. 

Cut the cheese to fit and stuff one 
piece into each incision. 

pop open that ripe can of crescent 
rolls and carefully wrap one triangle 
around each dog, making sure that 
the cheese ends up on the top 
(unless you have a thing for scrap¬ 
ing baked-on caked-on cheese off of 
pans). 

bake the little devils at around 425- 
450 for about 10-15 minutes until 
the rolls are browned and the cheese 
bubbly, serve with Bearitos brand 
cheese puffs for a complete meal. 

Recommended wine: Boone’s Farm 
Strawberry Hill 


just-the-way- 
you-like-it jerky 

This tasty treat is great for sandwiches or 
just a snack you can pick up and go. 

You’ll need: 

1 lb of firm tofu 
soy sauce 

and/ or barbecue sauce 

Squeeze the tofu to get the excess H20 
out and then slice into 1/4” thick slices. 

spread the slices out on a foil lined bak¬ 
ing sheet (this make for a snappy clean 
up) cover them with either sauce (I like 
to do 1/2 lb soy and 1 /21b barbecue , for 
variety you know) 

bake these at a low temp (300 degrees) 
for like an hour or so until they are pret¬ 
ty died out and ugly looking, be sure 
you turn them halfway through and put 
sauce on the other side. 

you can eat this warm or cold. A sand¬ 
wich with sprouts and mayo tastes real 
good. Usually though, we just stand 
around the stove and eat slices like they 
were candy, be sure you store in an air¬ 
tight container and drinking malt liquor 
with tofu jerky is a good idea. 


IVIy favorite no 
wrapper cupcakes 

Here’s a recipe that my mom used to 
make all the time before she got a job. 
These are fun, easy and you can take ‘em 
to shows! Normally I don’t advocate the 
use of cake mix, but in this case I feel it 
is a necessary part of the overall feeling 
of the product. 

get: 

One box of safety cones (you know, 
those cakey, cardboard ice cream cones) 
A box of cake mix- you pick the flavor, 
but get angel food- IT Won’t WORK! 
a can of frosting, or if you are ambitious, 
one time the recipe for frosting off the 
back of the Hershey’s cocoa box. 
sprinkles, jimmies or sesame seeds 

Make the cake mix 

* place the cones (about 12) real close 
together on a baking sheet 
fill the cones 2/3 up and carefully place 
in the over and bake to the directions on 
the back of the cake mix. 

when the cupcakes are done and fully 
cooled, frosty them and then decorate as 
desired. I swear these are the best things 
ever and you will be so cool if you make 
them for you friends birthday, especially 
if his/her mom has to work. 










































































ON CD, CA AND LP 


go-kart RecordsPO Box 20 Prince Street Station New York, NY 10012 phone: (212) 673 3380 fax: (212) 982 4959 email: gregross@)panix.com 


Step On A Crack Vol. 2 
NY Subterranean Music 
compilation CD/dbl.-LP 
k features Murphy’s Law, 

■ Deadguy, Sweet Diesel, 

■ Electric Frankenstein, 

■ The Templars, Die 116, 
^ Holeshot, IabhorHer, 

The Wretched Ones, 
Hell No, Devil Dogs, 
Milhouse, Wives, 
Garden Variety 6c 
l 6 more! $10ppd/ 

I# % $13ppd foreign. 

Support Iffour 
Sceiie!!! 


BRAND new 
6 new hammei 
classic “Pow £m 


P NEW.W>k] 
ludintj a raging 
CD and limitec 


X PUNK-ROCK! 
c|ver oithe NYHC 
l<ediiion 10" vinyl. 


Mail Oraer: $7ppd U,Sif$ll)ppd foreign) to Go^Kfr^’ 
P.O. Box 20/Ptfn& Street Station, New York, NY idotS 
Fax #: 2H2.9S2.4959 * E-Mail: GoKartRec@aoi.com 




















22 Jacks-7” 

Radio friendly pop-punk that sounds like it 
could have been on the soundtrack to “Valley 
Girl,” which makes it pretty cool in my book— 
except the last song which sounds like a throw 
away track to me. (BVH) 

(BYO: RO. Box 67A64 Los Angeles, CA 90067) 

The A.G.’s -This Earth Sucks, CD 

A compilation of tracks from 1987-91 by this 
NH band. I saw them a few times and they 
always were a competent, yet a non-impres- 
sive band. This CD solidifies those memo¬ 
ries. Good punk rock music that was record¬ 
ed well, written well, and when performed 
live, performed well; it was just never overly 
inspiring or energetic. It is a cross between 
basic punk rock and Dead Milkmen type 
stuff. No lyrics are included which is unfor¬ 
tunate, but there is a history of the band that 
I enjoyed reading. (JB) 

(Ringing Ear Records/ 9 Maplecrest/ Newmarket, 
NH 03857) 

loo] 

IQOI Aks Mamma-Who’s Your Daddy?,7” 

These crazy ska bands are always finding new 
ways to put ska in their name. Good 7”, ranging 
from 3rd wave ska to more traditional ska. (JO) 
(Beat Hotel 3185 W. 12 Mile Rd, Berkeley Ml 
48072) 

Allegro-2 cool 4 school CD 

Shit sandwich. (BVH) 

(Morning Wood Records) 

Anti-Nowhere League-We Are the 
League, CD 

What can I say but punk? This is a re-release of 
ANL’s first album plus a couple extra tracks. 
There is the same of Sex Pistols-ish music with 
vocals that are sung in that same style but 
sounds sort of like the singer from D.O.A. If 
you like old school stuff, you’ll love this. (KB) 
(Dojo Records / F.D.R. Station / P0 Box 684 / 
New York, NY 10150) 

Apocalypse Hoboken-Date Rape 
Nation/Jerk Lessons, CD 

Ultra-snotty, undefinable punk from this 
underrated Chicago band. This is a rerelease of 
the band’s earlier 10-inch and double 7”. You 
get live goodies as an added bonus. Worth 
your time, (bobc) 

(Johann's Face Records, P0 Box 479-164, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 


Arcwelder - Entropy, CD 

Mix equal parts Superchunk, Talking Heads, and 
(believe it or not) Peter Gabriel, blend with some 
smooth melodies, and add a dash of distortion here 
and there. What you’ll get is Entropy. These guys 
have been around quite awhile, and are probably one 
of the best bands in their genre. Add this to your col¬ 
lection. (MH) 

(Touch and Go) 

Art Pole Schlosser 7” 

a guy strummin and croonin’ (AG) 

Assfort - 7” 

Fast punk rock, Japanese style... When I say 
Japanese, I mean it. The name of the ep is in 
Japanese and so are the song titles. No lyric sheet 
either... oh well. Assfort smokes though, fast as 
heck. Kinda cool...(MM) 

(Prank PO Box 410892 San Francisco, CA 94141- 
0892) 

Bad Manners-Up Up Fatty,CD 

This is a compilation of the bands best from 
Bluebeat Records recordings and 5 live songs. Bad 
Manners is two tone British ska from the same time 
as the Specials, Madness, and The Selecter. Very 
good CD. (JO) 

(Dojo Records;didn’t see any address) 

Balance of the World-s/t, CD 

You always have to worry about a band that puts out 
a self-titled album which includes a self-titled song. 
The band, Balance of the World, has a song, Balance 
of the World, on its album, Balance of the World. 

Very clever. The lyrics of the songs are appropriately 
pretentious, with much talk of purging the soul of 
man, and bloodshed on our ground, and about the 
fiery sky reflects the soul of man, etc. Musically, it’s 
pretty generic, with equal parts Helmet and Fugazi, 
without the precision of the former or the eloquence 
of the later. (DC) 

(Diecast, RO. Box 966, Bothell, WA 98041-0966) 

Bali Girls- s/t, 7” 

Four Words: Evil, stupid quasi-metal crap. QP) 

(920 Broadway Suite 1403 New York, NY 10010) 

bareMinimum-CD 

Repetitive and noisy guitars. A signature that made 
Fugazi, etc., what they are today - minimalist art and 
all. There’s also an absence of lyrics, credits, you name 
it; instead the band favors terse, poetic verse as a 
statement-nonstatement. I believe the kids would call 
this “emo.” (bobt) 

(Rx Remedy, PO Box 85594, Seattle, WA 98195- 
1594) 


Beer Gut/Los Federates split 7” 

Don’t bother. (MD) 

(P0 BOX 43131, Tucson, AZ, 85733) 

Bill Madden- Chillin In Hades, cd 

Hey! This is an entire cd of your favorite cheesy bal¬ 
lads by your favorite 80’s mtv hair rock bands! No 
wait, it’s just Bill Madden and his evil folk music. 
Oh well. (JP) 

(Mad Muse Records) 

Black Army Jacket - tape 

Loud, (really, really) fast, angry and mis-named (just 
like the other tape I reviewed this month). Pretty 
good but not great. (MM) 

($3 ppd from BAJ c/oAndrew Orlando PO Box 790366 
Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 

Black Fork-100 Lucky Corn Dog Lovers, 7” 

A good friend once called these guys “geek power sell¬ 
outs.” A bit hasty, but I would have to agree. 

“Dumb punk” that most of you will like and should 
get. Even if you hate them, you will not be bored lis¬ 
tening to them; that must say something....what? 
Decide for yourself. (MD) 

(Zafio Records, Po Box 40004 Berkeley CA 94704) 

Blangk -Letter To No One, 7” 

4 songs of pretty decent Hardcore with sort-of- 
sung vocals that sound kind of like a mix between 
Walter from Quicksand and Lemmy, or a little like 
the guy from 7 Mary 3. Some of the music on this 
is really great. (DL) 

(Toothless Records Inc., RO. Box 6731 Louisville, KT 
40206-0731) 

Bloodlet - Entheogen, CD 

What can I say... it’s Bloodlet alright. Slowish, churn¬ 
ing straight edge style hardcore with a little bit of 
math rock thrown in for good measure. They redid a 
few songs from past releases but I think they changed 
them slightly. Even though mine has a glitch in the 
fifth track, I’d say all in all it’s a good release. (MM) 
(Victory Records P0 Box 146546 Chicago, III 60614) 

Braniac-Hissing Prigs in Static Couture, CD 

I fucking love these guys! I’ve already heard this CD a 
million times but have never attempted to describe 
them to someone. Hm. Voices that sound like key¬ 
boards and guitars, guitars that sound like voices, 
electricity, and a dash of Sonic Youth (though they 
don’t really sound like them). This is totally deranged 
music but it’s not without recognizable melody lines. 
If you’re looking for driving music that’s different and 
new and refreshing, get this. (KB) 

(Touch & Go / PO Box 25520 / Chicago, IL 60625) 







The Broken Toys-Fury III, CD 

A really off-key and untalented Green Day. Not bad 
at times when there is harmonizing but there is defi¬ 
nitely nothing outstanding happening here. That’s all 
I really have to say about this. (KB) 

(Trashtone 12 Miller St. / Methuen, MA 01844) 

Buck-O-Nine- Water In My Head,CD 

Good 3rd wave ska. Too bad its only five songs 
because Buck-O-Nine is a damn good ska band. (JO) 
(Taang Records;706 PismoCt.,San Diego CA 92109) 

The Business- Loud, Proud, and Oil,CD 

This is a compilation of some of their singles and such. 
Very good oi, although some of the songs toward the 
end sound a lot like cheese metal to me. (JO) 

(Dojo Records;didn’t see any address) 

Buttsteak - Men Who Pause, CD 

It’s good to see that Buttsteak is as psychotic on their 
album as they are on the 7” I have by them. This is 
wacked out rock music that sorta reminds me of 
Scratch Acid at times. Weird stops and starts, odd 
lyrics, and great dual guitar pans that play off each 
other make this a fantastic rock record. Add to that 
cool vocals and the fact that the cd was mastered so 
that all the tracks flow into each other, ^gd you’ve got 
yourself 39 minutes of listening enjoyment. (MH) 
(Go Kart, PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, New York, NY 
10012 ) 

Buzzkill- Meat Is Dinner, 7” 

These boys sure do like to sing about meat. I expect¬ 
ed to hate this, but it was a pleasant surprise. Fast, 
punked out songs that rock in a way I didn’t see 
coming. Plus, you get a juicy picture of meat. (JP) 
(Alternative Tentacles) 

The Cancerous Reagans-Interrupted 
Doughnut Break,7” 

This is your basic punk rock 7”. Fast, three chord 
punk rock about everything from big businesses to 
being a little trendy kid. Overall, pretty good. (JO) 
(The Reagans;297 Highview Drive, Leola PA 17540) 

The Cardiac Kids-Flatbroke, CD 

Seems to me to be a pretty decent San Diego punk 
band...the type you’d see at a venue like SOMA if 
that gives you any idea of the type of music that this 
is. Fairly melodic with slightly repetitive chords. But 
overall, for this brand of punk, it’s not bad. (JZ) 
(Flatbroke, 1066 Turquoise St., Suite #10, San Diego, 
CA 92109) 

Cards in Spokes- Pool Party, 7” 

Very catchy and way too happy for this man. 
Regardless you expect high quality from Allied and 
it is high quality. You get Yates layout and high pro¬ 
duction but I am not too sure that the music war¬ 


rants all the fuss. Not the best from this label. Two 
short songs and I felt like I had enough. Cards in 
Spokes show promise but haven’t really delivered the 
goods today. (EA) 

(Allied Recordings, P0 Box 460683 San Francisco, CA 
94146) 

Cavity/Daisy Cutter, split 7” 

The Daisy Cutter side is boring as hell. A silly sam¬ 
ple laid over music that is completely forgettable. 
Cavity rips, heavy as beef flavored stout. I saw this 
band live, and I have heard other recordings, and this 
not nearly as good a song/recording as they are capa¬ 
ble of. The bludgeoning feedback is ringing through 
my brain, a fine fine Florida band. (JB) 

(Starcrunch Records/POB 9152/Miami, FL 33124) 

Chain Of Strength-The One Thing That Still 
Holds True, CD 

Classic and crucial. However short lived they may 
have been, C.O.S. were among the cream of the late 
80’s Straight Edge band crop. This CD compiles 
both the “True Til Death” and “What Holds Us 
Apart” 7”s plus one track that was previously unre¬ 
leased. You have to have this if you like SEHC. 

Plain and Simple. (DL) 

(Revelation Records R0. Box 5232 Huntington 
Beach, CA 92615-5232) 

Coathanger Hids,7” 

These guys for some reason remind me of the 
Insaints. I don’t know if it’s the female singer or what. 
Good record, and it even came with two stickers.(JO) 
(Coathangr Kids;3510 Oarfish Ln, Oxnard CA 93035) 

The Connie Dungs - I Hate This Town!, 7” EP 

Hailing from Kentucky, this is pop punk in the vein 
of the Queers, the Riverdales, and the like, complete 
with the woh-oh-ohs. The production on this is real¬ 
ly weird. The guitars are buried in the mix. Points to 
Mutant Pop for printing the lyrics and other stuff to 
read and look at on the sleeve. I just wish that the 
production was stronger. Better than average. I’ll be 
anxious to hear their next release. (MH) 

(Mutant Pop, 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis OR 97330) 

The Connie Dungs-Missy and Johnny, 7” 

This is good, snotty 3-chord punk that sort of 
reminds me of a cross between old Screeching 
Weasel and Crimpshrine, kind of sloppy and off key 
with juvenile lyrics. This is the kind of music that 
makes you want to act like an idiot and embarrass 
yourself. (KB) 

(Harmless Records / 1437 West Hood St. / Chicago, IL 
60660) 


After the rather lengthy intro to the first song, 
C.R. proceeded to kick my ass. Super fast and 
super good, though I can’t really describe it. 
Screaming vocals and crazy drummin. The 
cover is neat, too. It folds out several times and 
has an interesting layout. A very pleasant sur¬ 
prise. (MM) 

(Reservoir P0 Box 790366 Middle Village, NY 
11379-0366) 

Crackrock- Untitled, 7” 

Eight songs of something new and dare I say 
refreshing. The vocals are shared among the 
members of the band (male and female) and are 
sung in the grindcore style. What makes this 
different is that the music is not grindcore, but 
poppy and little to no distortion (in punk 
terms). It says it is only $2, for eight songs you 
might want to send for this one folks. (EA) 
(Reactionary Records PO Box 5466 Atlanta, GA 
30307) 

Crazy Alice-Best Damn Chicken in the 
Fair, CD 

This almost sounds like Superchunk or maybe 
what they would sound like as an emo band. 
This is a fairly eclectic CD but solid nonethe¬ 
less. The music is pretty powerful and moving 
and intricate and really started to grow on me 
after a couple of listens. (KB) 

(Catapult Records / 215 A St. / 6th Floor / 
Boston, MA 02210) 

Creamy, LP 

Repetitive, noisy, garage-y shit. It’s boring and 
features lost of horns that are out of sync with 
each other. Really unpleasant for me to listen 
to. Perhaps some other reviewer might like this, 
but for me it simply prompts the question, 
“why?”(MB) 

(Superchimp; P0B 460766; San Francisco, CA 
94146) 

The Crumbs-Get All Tangled Up!, 10” 

Nothing outstanding here. A band that 
sounds like Screeching Weasel doing 50’s 
Greaser songs... wait, isn’t that The Riverdales’ 
gimmick? (BVH) 

($7 PPD to: Far Out Records R0. Box 14361 
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33302) 

Crunch-Benvenuti Persone!, 7” 

Once again Italy’s answer to Los Crudos with a 
bit of Sunday morning cartoons thrown in kicks 
it hard. These guys are just fucking awesome. 
Hardcore has never been so kick ass. What else 
can be said? (WD) 

(Crunch c/o Federico Lisfera-via Rocciamelone 
13-10090-Villarbasse-Torino-ltalia) 
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Curil-s/t, 7” 

Wow!! Incredibly good emocore from 
Glasgow, Scodand. Shit, I’m having a hard 
time coming up with good discriptors for this. 
What more needs to be said than I listened to 
this three times in one review session, each 
time being better than the one before. Go go 
go go go! (DS) 

Class Records 5 Patterson Terrace Glasgow 
Scotland G75 OBA 


Cut-s/t 7” 

Odd Frence emocore that I can’t tell if I like or 
dislike. It definidy doesn’t break any new ground, 
but I bet you some kids will go gaga over this. 
Loud/soft/stop/start with a caveman singing. (DS) 
Theatre Records 2 Chemin du Petit Gue 86280 
Saint Benoit, France 



Dahlia Seed-Survived By, LP 

I missed the Dahlia Seed when they just played 
in Chicago because it was my roomate’s birth¬ 
day. God, I’m going to regret that for the rest of 
my life. The Dahlia Seed are one of the best 
bands out there, playing sychopated hardcore 
that doesn’t rely on technical proficiency to get 
a point across. But the real trump card of the 
Dahlia Seed is singer Tracy Wilson, who’s voice 
can be both flowing and beautiful as well as 
scathing and burning, working a perfect point- 
counterpoint to the music. An absolute must- 
have, go and buy it now, you! (DS) 

Troubleman Unlimited 16 Willow St. Bayonne NJ 


07002 


Daredevils-Hate You, CD single 

Oh, the humanity! This drivel actually has Mr. 
Brett’s name attached! This is an excellent 
example of an American epidemic, marked by 
people gradually accepting higher levels of 
garbage as quality. Look at the politicians we 
have, the papers we read — dominated by the 
corporate monstrosity Gannet and their USA 
Today rag. I’m sure people like this candy assed 
stuff, but I don’t, and hopefully you don’t 
either, cuz hey, if you’re out there reading PP 
then you probably deserve better. As for the 
sound, the DD’s could best be described as the 
punk equivalent of Dunkin’ Donuts light and 
sweet coffee. You know, the kind that tastes like 
melted ice cream, with so much milk in it that 
it looks my Irish behind and so much sugar 
that you could eat the dregs in the bottom of 
the cup with a spoon. Its Bad Religion for the 
intense pop sicko, minus the big words. Buy if 
you dare, but I wouldn’t recommend it. (GG) 
(Epitaph Records) 


Deadfall-Frailboy, 7” 

This is some kinda energy...some kind of power defi¬ 
nitely. Tough, quick, and shit I dunno, just pretty 
damn good. Sam McPheeters type vocal style and a 
bass crunching thump that just kicks this into an arena 
of its own. Fuck, good. (JZ) 

(Twelve Gauge Thunder; Suite 1003 4112-132 

Pleasant Valley RD, Raleigh, NC 27612) 

Deerheart -Male, 7” 

There’s no info or lyrics in this 7", so I don’t really 
know what to make of it. According to the sleeve it 
was recorded by Albini in 1994, so that might tell 
you something. Noisy, post-something or other 
music with accompanying yelling. Pretty cool, actu¬ 
ally. (DL) 

(Goldenrod 3770 Tansy St. San Diego, CA 92121) 

The Delta 72- The R & B of Membership, CD 

This CD is not like what you have come to expect 
from Touch and Go. Featuring members of Cupid 
Car Club and Junction this is R 8c B to the hilt, 
harmonicas and all. The energy that is captured 
makes this a very fine disc. Like there rival town- 
mates the Make-Up they are borrowing form the old 
and putting the new energy into it. If you think 
you want to experience tight, loud and energetic 
stuff then I suggest you find this one, and then see 
them live. (EA) 

(Touch and Go, PO Box 25520 Chicago, IL 60625 

The Derita Sisters and Junior-Too Lazy To 
Steal, CD 

Crap, yes it is worse than the name of the band and 
the name of the album would make you think it was. 
Oh those vocals are painful (xlO). It has bonus 
tracks, the torment... please, get in a van crash. (JB) 

(Real George Records/POB 40510/ Santa Barbara, CA 

93140) 

Despair/New Day Rising - split 7” 

New Day Rising offer up one more of their complex 
musical/political orchestrations. I like this one better 
than their song on the split with Atlas Shrugged, and 
they seem to be quite talented, but I think they sacri¬ 
fice continuity for complexity, resulting in a mish 
mash of styles that sounds more like an experiment 
than a song. The HC parts of the song do sound 
really good, though. Despair is the definite winner 
here. Straight forward, powerful, Hardcore with 
screamed vocals that sound a bit less like Integrity 
than they do on their CD. I would love to see this 
band, I bet they put on a great show. (DL) 

(Moo Cow R 0. Box 616 Madison, Wl 53701) 

Dfanogah-Garden Airplant Trap, 7” 

Musically, Dianogah is really great! Light, hooky pop 
(in the traditikonal sense of the word) that moves 
along nicely. However, the vocalist is really really 


annoying, doing this sorta spoken word crapola. At 
least the music to vocals ratio is about 5:1.(D$) 

Action Boy 300 PO box 14471 Chicago IL 60614) 

Dicky Retardo - 7” 

Cool name, unreadable xeroxed lyric sleeve, spastic, 
angry, chaotic punk, (bobc) 

(Black Tar 330 W. Valencia Apt.D Burbank CA 91506) 

Dirty Virgins-Demo 

Aside from their name sounding like some bad glam 
rock band from the mid ‘80s, the Dirty Virgins 
make for an out-of-tune crusty-punk sound. Not 
exactly my thing, but I’m sure plenty of people 
would be into this. (BVH) 

(RO. Box 615 Baltimore, MD 21136) 

Divide and Conquer-Demo 

Good solid pop punk that obviously draws a lot 
from bands like Cringer and the like. Wouldn’t be 
out of place with bands like Zoinks and the like. 
More thoughtful than usual lyrics too. Worth 
checking out. (WD) 

(POBox 5182; Greensboro, NC 27435) 

The Drapes- All we Could Afford, 7" 

Fast stuff kinda like early Screeching Weasel. Around 
three years ago this would have been a bigger deal but 
with the thousands of pop-punk bands (thank you- 
Lookout) it is tough to stand out. You should buy 
this instead of the new Mr. T Experience. Because 
they have enough support as it is. Try something dif¬ 
ferent and at least you know the Drapes won't make a 
video on MTV. (EA) 

(Over the Counter, 94 Calypso Casper, WY 82604) 

DYF-Natural Born Punks, CD 

Sick goddamn cover art,..A mohawked baby slicing 
its umbilical chord off at birth, sitting in a pool of 
blood in front of his naked mother: cute. The music 
is gruff blue collar punk with repeating melodies and 
a tight, loud sound. The lyrics are especially note¬ 
worthy only because they have more meaning than 
90% of the other stuff. Good job. (JZ) 

(Spider Club Music, PO Box 95365, Seattle, WA 
98145) 

The Dynomites - We Were Ready, We Waited 
But, You Never Called, 7” EP 

Average sounding pop punk with a whiny vocalist. 

All the songs seem to have the same son of boy loses 
girl, or “I wish you were my girlfriend” them. The 
musicianship is okay, and this doesn’t suck or any¬ 
thing, but as much as I’m sure their friends dig this, it 
does very little for me. Yellow vinyl. (MH) 

(Sell Out Records, 1350 Sherwood, Highland Park IL 
60035) 
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Eagle Bravo-The Kids are Not Alright 7” 

This is some cool noisy yet melodic emo core stuff 
with some cool quirky guitar sounds. Kind of a cool 
old school emo feel mixed in with a little of the new. 
(BVH) 

(Crunchy Music Records: 908 B Springgarden St. 
Greensboro, NC 27403) 

Edsel 7” 

Edsel was once a very predictable, but very enjoyable 
emo/pop band but now they are a very strange band. 
The A side is a catchy number with a string section 
and a rockin beat. It doesn’t seem as postured as their 
old stuff, and now their singer sort of sounds like 
the guy from Unwound. I like them better now, 
with this avant-rock sound, although I think the B- 
side is too crazy to listen to. It’s also a picture disc 
with a bee or hornet or something on it. This is 
real nice. (AG) 

(Thick records 10 1 3 west Webster #7 Chicago ML 
60614) 


F80/mande!a strikeforce split 7” 

Don’t bother. That is, unless you already know and 
love these bands. (MD) 

($3, Liberty Records, 2737 Morris Rd, Ardmore, PA 
19003) 

Face Down-Internal Combustion Engine, CS 

Picture a combination of emo and pop-punk. The 
first side is pretty enjoyable, toe-tapping pop-punk. 
Then I flipped to the second side and thought: is this 
the same fucking band? If it weren’t for the vocals 
(which are pleasantly scratchy, sort of like a slightly 
higher pitched version of Craig from the 
Mushuganas), I wouldn’t have known. The second 
side is boring, stretched out repetitive emo which 
makes even the great vocals sound bad. The note 
inside the tape case addressed “dear businessmen” fol¬ 
lowed by a mini-band update and eulogy served as 
the icing to turn me off to this. (KB) 

($3 / M.O.C. Records / 4932 Linscott / Downers 
Grove, !L 60515) 


Final Conflict - 7” 

Fast generic punk rock, that happens to be well 
produced. Big deal... But I must say that any¬ 
one who has Pushead artwork on their cover 
gets points with me. Great packaging, bad 
record. (MM) 

(Bacteria Sour PO Box 422986 San Francisco, 
CA 94142) 

The Fishsticks-Mr. T. vs. Godzilla, 7” 

Hmm. Imagine a few really bizarre samples and 
10-second hardcore songs with fuzzy, mega¬ 
phone sounding vocals and you’ve got one side 
of this 7”. Next picture another really bizarre 
sample and 30-second hardcore songs a la 
Suicidal Tendencies and you’ve got the other side. 
I have to say that I really liked this and got a 
huge kick out of it. (KB) 

(Theologian Records / P0 Box 1070 Hermosa 
Beach, CA 90254) 


eighteen, 7" 

You’re typical poppy, upbeat, few-chord punk rock. 

Yet delightfully fresh. This record comes with a limit¬ 
ed edition comic book, which consists of a bunch of 
cut out pictures with captions written in, you know, 
like a comic book... Comes on pastel blue wax, a 
nice touch. Worth your time. (MD) 

(llling Records, PO Box 1489, Beecher, IL, 60401) 

Endive/ Ice Nine spht T 

endive’ velvet underground with nice, go-gos, 
echobelly (they rock like Fugazi and self efface like 
the smiths) = one great side of a seven inch maybe the 
best I’ve heard on a split yet this year or maybe just 
the best period: GREAT!!! ice nine: has already been 
on an ebullition comp and they sound like it, slayer + 
the guy on the cover of the first heartattack with an 
extra color of ink = suck but don’t worry because 
endive is on the other side and the 7’ comes with a 
nice zine with pictures of screaming white guys with 
shaved heads falling over. (AG) 

(Po Box 3 03 74 Indianapolis Indiana 46244)AG 

Epperly - CD 

Pearl Jam. (bobc) 

(Triple X Records, P0 Box 862529, LA, CA 90086- 
2529) 

Eyehategod-Dopesick, CD 

Same as you’ve come to expect from the previous eye- 
hategod releases. Lots of pain...lots of blood. 

Nothing but brutal slow and grinding death that 
draws the listener closer and closer to the grave. 
Enough said. (JZ) 

(Century Media, 1453-A 14th St #324, Santa 
Monica, CA 90404) 


Fall Without Fear, CD 

Why Rob-R-Rock? Why do this to us? I would 
rather hear you rap again than, than see you put this 
out! Horrible grooving cock-rock with horrendously 
distorted vocals and cheese music. Fuck man, 
Temperance Records would be embarrassed to put 
this out. (JB) 

(Groovecore/POB 7478/Winston-Salem, NC 27109- 
7478) 

Falling Sickness- Right on Time, LP 

Falling Sickness plays some cool melodic punk ska 
stuff in the vein of OP IVY, Bouncing Souls and 
Rancid. In a lot of ways it reminds me of the stuff I 
listened to when I was in high school: fast, catchy and 
upbeat. (BVH) 

(Hopeless Records: RO. Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 
94109-7495) 

Ff - We’re #1, CD 

Hard driving mid-tempo punk with some melodic 
overtones. Could have come from the not-so-late 
grunge era. (bobc) 

(double deuce records, po box 515, new york city, new 
york 10159-0515) 

The Fifty Two X / Milhouse - split 7” 

The Fifty Two X play noisy, discordant hardcore and 
have a drummer who plays a lot like the guy from 
Clikatat Ikatowi. Good screamy vocals too. 

Milhouse play faster and not so noisy. The singer 
isn’t as screamy but definitely more gruff than the guy 
from 52X. My girlfriend said, “Hmm, this is a good 
little split.” I agree. (MM) 

(Reservoir P0 Box 790366 Middle Village, NY 11379- 
0366) 


Fitz of Depression - Swing, CD 

An album of head-boppin’, butt-wigglin’ garage 
punk. Buzzsaw guitars, cool melodic pans, and 
gruff as fuck vocals. These guys remind me of 
all sorts of different bands in the current scene, 
from a better produced Motards to Electric 
Frankenstein (bet neither of those bands ever 
considered someone using them as a referent to 
FoD. Anyway, this album is super neat and 
nifty and all that, and you are a fool if you 
don’t at least give it a listen. (MH) 

(K Records, Box 7154, Olympia WA 98507) 

Flag of Democracy-Hate Rock, CD 

Wow, this is totally not what I had expected 
from this release. The songs are actually very 
melodic and almost pop-punk, as opposed to 
the grinding sludge rock I have heard on other 
records. This is a damn long record and is defi¬ 
nitely worth your money if this is your cup of 
tea. Go mike Dean. (JZ) 

(Blitzcore, Postfach 3041 07, D-20324 
Hamburg Germany) 

Forty Three-Christy, 7” 

Very nice screening on the front of this 
record...I think they have a Lee Harvey 
Oswald fetish. The entire record is adorned 
with his picture and the inside card has 
Oswald related stuff all over it. As far as the 
music goes, it’s pretty damn fast with a skate- 
punk type attitude that carries Lee Oswald’s 
silly pinch to its grave. (JZ) 

(3ppd Prime Directive, POBox 434 Devon, PA 
19333) 








Frankenstein-Eye of the Deadboys, EP 

Three songs from the precursor to the 
Deadboys, containing what I imagine is the 
original version of “Sonic Reducer.” Its all very 
underproduced, due presumably to the fact that 
these songs were recorded for a throw away 
demo that was (obviously,) never thrown away. 
It reminds me of garage, is actually pretty cool, 
and hey, the original version of “Sonic 
Reducer” is as close to the holy grail as punks 
can get. I’m not saying there’s going to be any 
Indiana Jones movie about it, but it just may be 
worth your support of the capitalistic machine. 
So open your chain wallets up wide, plunk 
down some of your hard earned dough, and be 
happy about it. (GG) 

(Hell Yeah PO Box 1975 Burbank CA 91507) 

Free Kitten’s “Punk Suing Punks EP” 

This is a very good release from Kill Rock Stars. 
Good beats and generally good overall. If you 
have a few extra bucks on hand, well then make 
an investment here. (MD) 

CTH (Kill Rock Stars, 120 NE State AVe. #418, 
Olympia, WA 98501) 

Freemartin-AII Living Things Still 
Living, 10” 

Noisy, slow, discordant stuff with either a male 
or female singer. Sometimes horns, mostly not. 
Not all that great. (MB) 

(4823 Baltimore Ave.; Philadelphia, PA 19143) 

Frodus sound laboratories, 7” 

git down and git funky to robot emo-core this 
could be an ok band if they didn’t sound like 
they were doing heartattack poses. (AG) 

(5800 w friendly avenue Box 17358 Greensboro 
NC 27410)AG 

Fudge Daddy-os/Kitty Badass-split 7” 

Fudge Daddy-os are a pretty punkish fast 
rock’n’roll band with almost blues-ish sound¬ 
ing influences in the second song. The Kitty 
Badass side is pop-punky with alternately 
decent and annoying female vocals (annoying 
on the second track). Fudge Daddy-os’ dri¬ 
ving beats and full vocals make them the win¬ 
ner on this split. (KB) 

(Computer Crime Records / P0 Box 1684 / 
Norwalk, CT 06852-1684) 

The Fumes-Self Appointed Guardian of 
the Machine, CD 

Now this, this is more like it. This is friggin’ 
rock, no bullshit rock n roll, reminding of good 
Supersuckers, fast and garagey. Some Derelicts 
too, the typical Northwest influences well rep¬ 


resented. I don’t think I need to say more. A swift 
shoe to the musical arse. (GG) 

(Empty Records PO Box 12034 Seattle WA 98102) 

Fun Girls From Mt. Pilot- Diary Of A 
Madwoman, 7” 

This is punky, but weird. It has a slight metal influ¬ 
ence, and I’m not sure I completely get what is going 
on here. It’s not awful, and I wouldn’t die if I had to 
listen to this again, I just wish it was a little poppier. 

OP) 

(House 0 Pain PO Box 120861 Nashville, Tn 
37212) 

Gage-Scissor, CD 

Melodic punk that wouldn’t sound out of place on 
Epitaph or a poor rip-off of Pearl Jam — which are 
they? Apparently both, which makes this a difficult 
review. I just wish they’d get someone else to sing — 
he sounds so sincere, if you know what I mean. If 
you can stand Eddie Vedder, you’ll probably like it. I 
had difficulty listening to it personally, but that’s just 
me. (DC) 

(XCIaim, RO. Box 1979 Boston, MA 02205) 

The Gain/ Scared of Chaka, split 7” 

The Gain play very slooooow punk. I actually 
thought it was at the wrong speed for a while. My 
copy was pretty scratched up so I can’t give the 
best indication of what to expect, but it was fairly 
garagey and nothing unmissable. SOC, from one 
of the world’s foremost sites for UFO sightings, 
has some really shitty production that hides the 
music. I can say that it is fairly brisk garage HC 
stuff. Quite good actually but the vocals sound 
atrocious.(GG) 

(702 Records P0 Box 204 Reno NV, 89504 

Germ Attack- A Tribute To Blondie, CD 

This is really cool. I mean, where else could you get 
the Turkish version of “Heart Of Glass”? Some of the 
songs have a boy vocalist, and they are really cool- it’s 
nice to hear a different type of voice on these songs. 
The rest have a girl vocalist and she has a really great 
voice. This is a fun CD, I like it alot. (JP) 

(Wolverine Benrather Schlosslifer 63 40593 
Dusseldorf Germany) 

The Get Up Kids - 7” 

First of all, I have to say that I absolutely hate it 
when the speed is not marked. I was all set to trash 
this record until the singer came in sounding a bit 
too lethargic. Once I put the record on the right 
speed, I liked it fine. Nice, sing-songy, toe tappy 
and dancey. Kinda reminds me a little of Friction 
musically, the.vOcals are totally different though. 
Really good record. (MM) 

(Huey Proudhone Records 4308 Oak Apt. S Kansas 
City, MO 64111) 


Gink-Would You Ever Want to Make Me? 7” 

More pop punk from these UK lads, with a tiny bit 
of a mod feel to it. At times it sounds like the Bomb 
Bassets. Good hooks and good songs but a slightly 
bad recording. My only gripe is that it’s a one-sided 
7”, which is a waste of vinyl. (BVH) 

(Potential Ashtray: 110 Oxford Road High Wycombe 

Bucks HP11 2DN, UK) 

The Glory Stompers - Abandoned Youth 
(What Will the Future Bring?) LP 

Bad, generic, spikey-hair punk rock with male and 
female vocals. This is so bad... it only gets two sen¬ 
tences for a review. (MM) 

(Disturbance Records POBox 1886 Main Post Office 

Edmonton Alberta T5J2P3 Canada) 

Goatboy-Struggle For Power, 7” 

The label calls this Born Against meets Propagandhi, 
they lied through their teeth. The music is on the 
poppy side of punk and the lead vocals are a bit gruff, 
but that is where the comparisons end. This is actu¬ 
ally decent in many ways, the main problems are that 
the vocals are very separate from the music in the 
recording, and it would be better id it was rawer and 
much faster. On the positive side the energy is there 
most of the time and the lyrics are political. The 
recording/mixing kills this though, and it is hard to 
get beyond that. (JB) 

(Dead Beat Records / POB 283 / LA,CA 90078) 

Gone-Best Left Unsaid, CD 

Greg Ginn, punk rock guitar god, Black Flag honcho, 
SST honcho, and all around swell guy, has reformed 
his other old band, Gone, for a somewhat updated 
attack, with more synchopation, almost funk 
basslines, and strange percussion. And, oh yeah, its 
an instrumental band — kind of like Joe Satriani 
without the pyrotechnics and with. Not quite as 
interesting as a Don Caballero instrumental album, 
but much better than Kenny G, it would make a 
great soundtrack to an experimental film, or to a 
home movie of somebody getting killed. Pretty neat, 
all told (DC) 

(SST Records, R0. Box 1, Lawndale, CA) 

Go Sailor, 7” 

Think Heavenly. That’s it, perfect match. Super 
dancy, falling in love, light pop-punk with a girl 
singer. That’s right, you like it. (WD) 

(Lookout) 

Gotohells 7” 

I was ready to love this. The guys have cowboy hats 
on and stuff like flames and checkered flags on their 
record. I thought, these guys must have some cul- 
liones. And yeah they do, but not enough. They 
sound tough sometimes, but anyone singing a song 
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about making women like Joan Jett (Rather than just 
about Joan Jett.) makes me question whether or not 
they actually talk to girls. And then they mix in coun¬ 
try, copping sacred ground forever claimed by Nine 
Lb. Hammer. I guess that is a ballsy move but also a 
naive one, forcing an unfair comparison to a (sadly) 
defunct legend in my book o’ punk. And I don’t care 
what they say — substitutes were never sexy. Those 
lyrics are disgusting and hint at cross breeding. (GG) 
(Stiff Pole Records PO Box 20721 St. Pete FL 33742) 

Grass Patch/Milk-Shed, 7” 

Milk-Shed play relatively good sing-songy Ramones- 
y pop. Grass Patch play screamy hardcore, very dif¬ 
ferent styles... But, but, but! The most impressive 
thing about this record, and the real reason you 
should own it, is the incredible and interesting art 
that flows through the project. It bewildering to the 
point of incredulity. “A Field Guide to Crop Circle 
Activity” indeed.(MB) 

(Space Cadette; 7339 SW 45th St. Suite A; Miami, FL 
33155) 

Gregory-Optometry, CD 

A three piece from Lincoln Nebraska, they’re very 
much in the mold of Tar and other ‘core bands with 
an almost metallic sheen on their songs, with some 
airy subtlety thrown in occasionally just to make 
you wonder if your CD player is working correctly. 
Pretty good, actually, in a Mount Shasta kind of 
way. They need to get a little more variety through. 
Promising. (DC) 

(Gregory, 612 N 26 Lincoln NE 68503) 

Grief/Corrupted-split T 

Yawn. Sudge, sludge, sludge. Chuuuuuuhhhh. 

Chuuuuuuuh.Chaaaaahhhhhh.... yawn. There’s 

about ten seconds on the Grief side that I liked and 
bobbed my head to. The rest put me to sleep with 
nightmares. Pass. (WD) 

(H.G. FACT, 401 Hongo-M 2-36-2 Yayoi-Cho; Nakano 
Tokyo 164 JAPAN) 

The Griswolds-Demo 

Poppy punk stuff with kind of a dorky attitude and 
an english accent—even though they’re from 
Pennsylvania. Not bad for a demo. (BVH) 

($2 PPD to: 978 E. High St. Apt A-l Pottstown, PA) 

Grout - demo tape 

A 9-song demo of trash and hillbilly punk recorded 
to two-track. Lo-fi and fun. I like it. (MH) 

($3.50 ppd, Grout, PO Box 4154, Areata CA 95521) 

Half Life/Raised Fist, split 7” 

Holy youth crew, Raised Fist rip. Tight fast punchy 
short old school straight edge songs that are well 
recorded/produced. These guys could have played 
with anyone at The Anthrax in CT in 1989-90 and 


held their heads very very high. Half Life play music 
of the same time period, but more of the NYHC 
style. In the early Warzone vein with a bit more 
metal and some Sheer Terror influence, and the songs 
are longer. I dig this band too, great fucking 7”! (JB) 
(HG FacV 401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 Yayoi Cho, Nakano, 
Tokyo, 164, Japan) 

Heartache: Thee Compilation, cass 

Only 100 were made, so you better hurry!!! I think 
most of the bands recorded in a tin can, or maybe in 
a bathroom stall? Either way the production kills 
what might have been some good stuff. (JP) 

(#3pp PO Box 15951 Philadelphia, Pa 19103) 

Hiatus-s/t, LP 

Holy fucking mother of God this is the best record, 
perhaps ever. Somehow Hiatus has managed to take 
their great hardcore and mix in a little bit of (don’t 
wince...) emo (although maybe they can pass it off as 
metal...) to get a great full on hardcore noisy kick ass 
album. One listen and you WILL be hooked. 
Absolutely brilliant, for real. Wow, my mouth was 
open the whole record. (WD) 

(Profane Existence/Skuld) 

His Hero is Gone-The Dead of Night in Eight 
Movements, 7” 

Great noisy sludgy hardcore. Total headcrushing 
noise, but not like most other sludge bands that get 
boring after a couple seconds, this is always entertain¬ 
ing and always moving. Sheer brilliancy, I think I 
honestly listened to one side for half an hour strait. 
Not too unlike their label mates Dead and Gone, but 
more distorted and brutal. (WD) 

(Prank, PO Box 410892, San Francisco, CA 94141- 
0892, USA) 

Home 33- Paintover, 7” 

Described in the promo sheet included in the 7” as 
“odd timed cereberal jams with intelligent lyrics.” 
Whatever. Bad tempo changes, stupid lyrics, chunky 
sound. Next. (DS) 

Home 33 - Jody’s Coterie, CD 

When these guys are good, they sound a lot like 
Fugazi. When they are bad, they sound like some 
kind of Helmet-style metal mixed with the Bad 
Brains. It’s about half good, and half bad, maybe 
leaning towards the bad. Sometimes being diverse in 
your music isn’t a good thing. (MH) 

(Another Planet, 740 Broadway, New York, NY 10003) 

Homebound- Almost, 7” 

Pennsylvania pop punk kids have developed a sound 
of their own: Part Weston, Part Doc Hopper and Part 
living in Pennsylvania (I think). This just means 
there are some above average pop punk bands bloom¬ 
ing out of that state and Homebound is another 


example. Pretty cool. (JP) 

(Over the Counter 94 Calypso Casper, Wy 
82604) 


Honeywell- Electric Kool-Aid, 7” 

Six songs of hectic energy and screaming vocals. 
This is getting a little old, but Honeywell do it 
well nonetheless. The recording is very quiet 
and takes away a lot from the power. Emo to 
the core. Why not re-master the record so it 
sounds as good as the band is.- Since this band 
is no more I suggest that you may pick this up 
you sappy kids. (EA) 

(Monotone Supersounds 7310 Marilyn Drive, 
Corona CA 91719) 


Hose Got Cable-sA, LP 

This is a toughy. It should be stated outright 
that these guys are really good and do some 
really fucking incredible, creative stuff The 
sound? Well, it kinda reminds me of Fuel, but 
they’re a lot fucking noisier, almost if Fuel was 
on Gravity, but they have that instrumentally 
strong Fuel/Fugazi feel, with a complete layer 
of chaos. Not to mention one side is just 
noise and should never have been made and 
this should just be a 7”. Take a listen, you 
just might like. (WD) 

(old Glory) 
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Houseboy-Last Friday’s Selfless 
Allstars, 7” 

These guys play some catchy fast pop punk 
stuff in the vein of Reason to Believe and Dag 
Nasty. This 7” is definitely worth a listen or 
two. Good stuff (BVH) 

(Watching Records: 3009 Huntington Dr. 
Arlington Hts., III. 60004-1638) 


Hubcap-Those Kids Are Weird (sic), LP 

Discordant noisycore. Makes you bounce your 
knee a tad, or bob back and forth. Some parts 
drag a little, but overall, it’s a positive record. A 
little along the Unwound lane, but not really. 
It’s really hard to characterize a band like this, 
you know? (MB) 

(Actionboy; P0B 14471; Chicago, IL 60614) 


Huffy- Anything Goes/Handle Bars, 7” 

Ringing Ear records have been delivering pop 
punk that borders on MTV for quite awhile 
now. This is no exception. Huffy are reminis¬ 
cent of Dinosaur. Heavily effected vocals 
adorned over thick guitars. If you like punk 
pushed to a near commercial extreme than this is 
your ticket. If you are ashamed at liking bands 
like Dinosaur then listen to this instead. (EA) 
(Ringing Ear Records 9 Maplecrest, Newmarket 
NH, 03857) 











The Humpers-Savage Young....The 
Dionysus Years, CD EP 

A collection of older songs by garage RnR 
kings, los Humpers. These songs are actually 
somewhat boring. I like their LP better. I think 
they benefit from good production. It brings 
out their guitars and the sweet vox of Mr. 
Drake. This record lacks it and makes it unnec¬ 
essary. However, if you do have money to blow 
(like that ever happens....) give this record a try. 
Ya never know...(GG) 

(Hell Yeah PO Box 1975 Burbank CA 91507) 

hutch - jack london hotel, CD 

Six Jawbreaker-styled, mid-tempo punk tunes, 
some of which appear on an earlier 7”. The 
studio wanking at the end is unnecessary; oth¬ 
erwise, this is a well-executed release. When is 
there going to be a full-length? (bobc) 
(Excursion Records, PO Box 20224, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


The Indicators, 7” 

Two basic, three-chord, snotty punk songs co-pro¬ 
duced by Joey Vindictive. They sound like the 
Vindictives too. (bobc) 

(V.M.L., PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131) 

lrwin-7” 

This is a totally catchy 7” with some really heartfelt 
and well-written/performed songs. Irwin has a 
sound that defies categorization. At times both 
noisy/heavy and melodic/hook-laden, Irwin man¬ 
ages to bridge all of the necessary gaps in order to 
rock. This 7” has more feel and more layers than 
most full length releases. (BVH) 

(Byute: 2931 Clermont Avenue, Pittsburgh, PA) 

Jedi- innocence never tasted so goose 

git down and git funky to star wars fetish emo-core 
that could be ok if they didn’t sound like they were 
doing heartattack poses. (AG) 
(pobox92balticSD57003)AG 


Iceburn Collective-Meditavolutions, CD 


no vocals, cool packaging, and pretentious 
liner notes. I sometimes can really get into 
this kind of thing, sometimes I can’t (for 
example, I love John Zor and Tortoise and 
hate Brice Glace). These guys bother to throw 
in some dynamics, which helps significantly, 
and they can rock out, which gives their quiet 
sections some context. If you like this kind of 
thing, it’s pretty good.(DC) 

(Revelation R0. Box 5232, Huntington Beach, 

CA 92615) 

Ice Nine - Psychology and the Extreme 
Violence 7” 

Wow... simply amazing. Fast, chaotic, head 
bobbin’ stuff. The vocals sound kinda “tough- 
guy” but they fit so all is well. The samples are 
excellent and the cover is crazy, but unfortu¬ 
nately, no lyrics on the insert. (MM) 

(Rhetoric PO Box 82 Madison, Wl 53701) 

Indecision - Believe, 7” 

I’m glad I got a copy of this to review ‘cause I 
really wanted to hear it after I saw the ads for 
it. “Similar to Side By Side” will get me every 
time. And it actually is similar to them - 
somewhat. Especially on the song “Worlds 
Apart”. That’s a good thing, and this is some 
damn fine New York Hardcore. I’m a bit wary 
of their use of the phrase “innocent life” on 
this 7” (twice), but it doesn’t seem to be a pro¬ 
life sentiment necessarily so I’m not letting it 
ruin this for me yet. (DL) 

(Too Damn Hype Records R0. Box 1520 
Cooper ST. New York, NY 10276-1520) 
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One of those John Zorn, Brice Glace, Tortoise 
type of experimental rock/jazz collisions, with 


The JimmiesyThe Weaklings-It’s a Split 2xCD 

Portland, Oregon’s The Jimmies are back with six new 
songs of pure pop punk bliss. Social Distortion-fla¬ 
vored vocals over buzzsaw powerchord guitar riffs and 
solid melodies with sing-along choruses. The 
Weaklings provide a snottier punk sound with more 
of a basic punk rock attack. Layering gravely vocals 
over fast three chord classic punk, The Weaklings 
help The Jimmies prove that Portland is alive and 
brimming with more than just the legacy of Poison 
Idea. (BVH) 

(Bittersweet: 920 Broadway, Suite 1403 NYC 10010) 

Jimmy Eat World, 7” 

This record is pretty terrible and trite. You’ve heard 
this type of “music” several times before and never 
liked it. Save your hard earned cash for something 
worth your time. (MD) 

(Outer Space, Po Box 30864, Mesa, AZ 85275) 

John Huss Moderate Combo- Braying 
Mantis, 7” 

This is on the coolest colored vinyl, a dark green marble 
type. Too bad the music sucks so badly. Why was this 
made? I keep asking myself over and over again but I can’t 
come up with even the tiniest glimmer of a reason. (JP) 
(P0 Box 379463 Chicago, IL 60637) 

Jon Cougar Concentration Camp-Victoria’s 
Secret Sauce 7” 

If you’ve heard these guys before, then you know the 
deal. If not, they play some pretty catchy classic-style 
punk rock—the kind you want to sing along with. 
Pretty good 7”. (BVH) 

(Mutant Pop: 5010 NW Shasta Corvallis, OR 97330) 


Juliet Hanlon-ln Your Grace, 7” 

This is not punk related at all. It is new-age influ¬ 
enced 10,000 Maniacs type stuff. The music sounds 
all electronic, the vocals are female and pretty, but 
for all practicality they are dime-a-dozen quality. 

The packaging sucks ass, this is pretentious shit pop 
all around. (JB) 

(Everyman Musik/POB 0839/NYC,NY 10024-0540) 

Kenny Chambers-Sin Cigarros, CD 

An all instrumental mature of acoustic ballad rock 
crap and pretentious dream-land jams. I’m a believer 
in the message is more important than the music phi¬ 
losophy, which makes this release something to be held 
in solid disdain. My dog wouldn’t piss on this CD, if 
this is what Taang wants to put out, I’m glad they left 
Boston, they can plague CA from now on. (JB) 

(Taang! Records/706 Pismo Ct/San Diego, CA 92109) 

Killer Kowalski- Meet The Kowalski’s,cass 

Instead of all the sub-standard 7”s that the punk world 
is inundated with, THIS should have been pressed and 
distributed to poor reviewers like me. Then again, I 
give this band respect for not rushing into the whole 7” 
thing and putting out a really good demo. Musically, 
this reminds me of The Muffs if they had The Dickies 
for their dads. Pretty good genes, and really great punk 
Definitely check this band out. (JP) 

(60 West 10th street NYC NY 10011) 

Knockabouts -On Suffering Remembered, 7” 

This band is very fast and must be very excited. 

When I first put this on I hated it, but it is growing 
on me know. If you are into the crustie hardcore, 
why, this record is for you! Beautiful cover of “Sweet 
Home Alabama” included. They must be huge 
Lynard Skynard fans. (MD) 

(Prank; PO BOX 410892, SF, CA 94141-0892) 

K-ZK-Over Bug Nine, CD 

You know you’re in trouble when you have a hard 
time even figuring out the name of the band (I think 
it’s K-ZK). The packaging on this is definitely defL 
nite: it’s a CD in a seven inch package...hmmm. 
Anyhow, it’s really loud and really fast. Reminds me 
a lot of some death metal that I’ve heard. (JZ) 

(H.G., 401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 Yayoi-Cho, Nakano, 
Tokyo, 164, Japan) 

LaCry-Am I Ernie 7” 

Pretty typical Screeching Weasel/Queers style punk 
rock done German style. Yup. (BVH) 

(PO Box 183 Franklin Park, III 60131) 

Latimer, CD 

Well executed indy rock in the style best exemplified 
by Superchunk. This grew on me after I listened to it 
a couple of times. Cool melodic high-pitched vocals, 
lots of good guitar interplay, quiet parts mixed with 
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more sonic parts, all in a mid-tempo rock format. 

Great stuff, if stuff like this is your thing. (MH) 

(World Domination, Universal City Station, PO Box 
8097, Hollywood CA 91618) 

The Lee Harvey Oswald Band - Blastronaut, CD 

Wow! Welcome to 1974! This sounds like it could 
be the 90s sequal to Ziggy Stardust or something. 
Glam rock with an overdose of distortion for the 90s. 

I love it! Cool stuff for those of you un-punk enough 
to admit you like good glam rock. Get it! (MH) 

(Touch and Go) 

Less Than Jake-Pezcore,CD 

Well, I’m not really sure if this is Pezcore, because it is 
only six songs, and it says on the CD that it is from 
the CD, “pezcore” but that doesn’t mean anything. 
Either way, all six songs are damn good. Less Than 
Jake are ska punk from Florida, and they definitely 
know what they are doing. It’s a shame that there are 
only six songs on this CD. (JO) 

(Less Than Jake;P0Boxl2081, Gainesville FL 32604) 

Lesser of Two-Man...kind?, 7” 

Crazy noisecore with somewhat well-meaning lyrics 
that just come off as obtuse. Nothing new here, 
although the lyrics for “Flesh Cages” did make me 
bust a nut, “We’re living our lives inside of flesh 
cages/ We’re living our lives trapped inside of flesh 
cages.” Pure poetry... yeah. (DS) 

PO Box 687 Shalimar FL 32579 

Lil Big Head- cd 

stay away (AG) 

(POD 23683 Baltimore Maryland 21203) 

Ul’ Bunnies, 7” 

Don’t let the cute pastel pink vinyl fool you - these 
guys are tough. Very tough. This isn’t no Peter 
Cottontail. Nope, these are the crustie bunnies that 
kicked Pete’s sorry ass, and damn, they play quite an 
interesting mix of...sounds. Worth checking out if 
you are into the crazy crustie hardcore nutty forest 
animals.(MD) 

(Moo-La La 1114 21st St., Sacramento, CA, 95814) 

Lil’ Bunnies- unabunnie 7” 

must be the rabbit huggy bear i’m at a loss (AG) 
(Wrench Rekkkordzz BCM Box 4049 London WC IN 
3XX)AG 

The Lord High Fixers, CD 

I think this band speaks for themselves. In their press 
release sheet, they claim their guitarists rewrite the 
book and if you don’t like this that you can not claim 
to be a fan of rock and roll, ok, sure. So if anyone 
wants to know if they are a true rock fan, they better 


walk, no RUN to the record store and pick it up. 

And in case you’re wondering, I’m not a rock fan. Just 
ask the Lords. Anyway, isn’t this Punk Planet? Or 
maybe it’s rock and roll planet. Next. (JP) 

Los Cincos- Untitled, 7” 

This record goes all over the place from garage, wall 
pedals, touches of Nation of Ulysses and slow blues. 

I couldn’t keep up but maybe you can. Nice record¬ 
ing and the first song The Blood Fusion is definitely a 
winner. Like to here more songs like that and Los 
Cincos would be a smash. (EA) 

Outer Universe Re-Search 1257 Ameluxen, Hacienda 
Heights, CA 91745) 

Lustre King-s/t, 7” 

I spent an entire side of this 7” waiting for the lyrics 
to start. Whadya know, it’s an instramental! Once I 
got over the initial shock, I discovered it’s actually 
pretty interesting. The Lustre King gets into indie 
rock/noisy grooves & then just sits on them for a 
while. If you can get into the groove (pardon the 
Madonna mention), it’s pretty cool! (DS) 

Action Boy 300 PO box 14471 Chicago IL 60614) 

Mad Butchers-Rock Unsteady,7” 

Good traditional and 3rd wave ska. Made me wanna 
skank the night away. The nickel bribe I found inside 
the 7” made me like it even more. (JO) 

(Beat Hotel ,3185 W. 12Mile Rd,Berkley Ml 48072) 

Maggot Slayer Overdrive- The Hungry 
Buzzing Of A Million Flies,7” 

Somebody must have thought it was funny to let 
Slayer listen to some hardcore music and encouraged 
them to put out a record. Thanks alot. (JP) 
(Epistrophy P0 Box 312,30003 Hannover Germany) 

magnapop - fire all your guns at once, 7” EP 

Reeks of major label fodder: A 7-inch with BMI and 
management credits and unknown label name. 
Maybe, maybe not. Musically...they are boring, tune¬ 
less, alterna rock major labels are so fond of. (bobc) 
(magnapop, P0 Box 93595, Los Angeles, CA 90093) 

Man Dingo-badtouchbecca, 10” 

Their old LP re-released by the doctor. Good light 
pop punk in a similar style as their last release. You 
know what to expect. Quite nice... (WD) 

Manliftingbanner - CD 

A discography release from this now defunct, 
German, straight edge band. For those of you not 
familiar with them, Manliftingbanner played fast, 
New York style hardcore. Good stuff. (MM) 

(Crucial Response Records Kaisersfield 98, 46047 


Oberhausen Germany) 

Man Or Astroman-What Remains Inside 
a Black Hole, CD 

A compilation of B sides long overdue from these 
proud graduates of the Alabama high school sys¬ 
tem. You’ve heard them, known them, and prob¬ 
ably loved them. Me, I just don’t get it. They are 
cool, and the song on the “Oh, Canaduh!” is 
great, but surf just seems limited to me. The 
songs sound far too similar to warrant a single or 
more a month from a single band. But that is 
only my opinion. Any fans of surf or potential 
fans would be well served to buy this disc and 
play it till your face turns blue.(GG) 

(Au Go Go Records GP0 Box 542d Melbourne, 
VIC. 3001 AUSTRALIAN 

Man or Astro-Man?- Experiment Zero, CD 

Listened to this one while driving on the inter¬ 
state. Two very relevant comments were 
exchanged on the drive. One, said by passen¬ 
ger “These guys are geeks aren’t they?”... Two, 
by driver “Check the linernotes, this had to 
be recorded with Albini!” Both observations 
were correct. You know MOAM and now 
you get them with a perfect drum sound and 
their best recordings to date. (EA) 

(Touch and Go, P0 Box 25520 Chicago, IL 
60625) 

Maude-Grace Beats Karma,7” 

This is basically another pop-punk band. 

They’re alright. I can definitely see myself lis¬ 
tening to this every once in awhile, and its only 
3 bucks. (JO) 

($3 to Youth Power Records c/o Phil 
Deslippe;POBox 3923 Manchester CT 06045- 
3923) 

McRackins-Short and Sweet 10” 

Another McRackins release? Yeah, they’re at it 
again. It seems like they have a new release once 
a month. And rightfully so, as these egg-heads 
rock. This 10” has 8 new catchy pop-punk 
songs plus more brilliant cover art by John 
Yates. How can you go wrong? (BVH) 
(Shredder Records: 75 Plum Lane #3, San 
Rafael, CA 94901) 

The Medveds/Penis Fly Trap-Split single, 7” 

The Medveds are reminiscent of later 
Meatmen. Gruff and loud with an excellent 
sound recording. Gilded Cock, their song, lasts 
just long enough and speaks the mind of the 
working slob. Very Boston. Flipping the 
record we find Penis Fly Trap, who are a diffi¬ 
cult band to nail down. Musically reminded 
me of the Vindictives and vocally they stand 
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ff no offense, but I’m just a little annoyed with the whole fuckin’ 


apart. Spoken not sung, the lyrics come right 
through to you. Both bands leave you wanted 
a little more and I guess that is good. (EA) 

(15 Quint Avenue #2 Allston, MA 02134) 


The Milkduds!- Shake EP, 7” 

Four lads form Illinois must have thought it 
would be clever to cover a bunch of Milkshakes 
songs and throw in an original while they were 
at it. Take that and rip off the cover of the 
Showcase LP by the Milkshakes and you have a 
winner. I haven’t heard all that many great 
Childish covers in my lifetime, but this isn’t a 
bad attempt at all. Like most tribute records all 
it did was make me pull out a Milkshakes LP 
and listen to that instead. Find the original stuff, 
if you already have it then pick this up. (EA) 
(Square Target, PO Box 19673 Seattle, WA 98109) 


Millencolin-Life on a Plate, CD 

Epitaph’s answer to Fat’s Wizo (from Germany) 
is also an excellent primer “What punk is cool 
101.” Straight out of Sweden, these Nordic 


and No Use For A Name, but also toss in ran¬ 
dom hints of ska. The singer sounds like the 
guy from Bouncing Souls, so toss that in to the 
mix as well. Forgiving them their cheesy lyrics 
about staly fish and stolen Lipton Tea bags one 
ends up with a fairly satisfying sound, but one 
not wholly their own.(GG) 

(Epitaph Records) 

Molotov Cocktail-Jerks in Progress, 7” 

Talk about repetitive. Every single song has 3 
parts: a pan with mosdy drums and sometimes 
vocals, a part with no vocals, and a part where 
the vocals follow the guitar chords almost exact¬ 
ly. These 3 pans are individually dragged out 
and repeated over and over and over again. Not 
only that but it sounds like there are only 2 or 3 
different chord constructions for all 4 songs. 
These songs drag on for so long you think you 
are actually being driven slowly insane. (KB) 
(Alternative Tentacles / PO Box 419092 / San 
Francisco, CA 94141-9092) 

Monster Truck Driver-No Doubt, 7” 

Mmm, toughguys. Decent sounding punk in the 
vein of...well, I dunno, one of those beer drinking 
flannel shirt wearing goateed kinda bands. Nice 
job, I’m sure you get the picture. (JZ) 

(Carving Knife, P0 Box 829; Seattle, WA 98111) 

Montgomery Burns - Hate to Leave, 7” 

Fast fast fast pop punk that reminds me of an 
upbeat Sicko. According to the liner notes, this 
band is breaking up, and that’s too bad, cuz I’d 


studs belt out a typically snowboarder/ skaterish 
amalgam of Face to Face, NOFX, Pennywise, 


love to hear an album from these guys. Great melod¬ 
ic guitar work, solid drumming, and a nice tight 
sound. Vocals are weak in places, but I’ll overlook 
that and recommend that you buy this. (MH) 
(Nerdcore, P0 Box 763, Lock Haven PA 17745) 

Mouthbreathers- Untitled, 7” 

Wrestlemania, Atari, Evel Knievel and Tommy Lee (as 
in Motley Crue) are the topics of this vinyl. I am not 
to sure what I think of this retro Eighties thing and 
maybe because I grew up with the aforementioned 
topics but this is very silly. If it is silly they wanted, 
then they achieved it. It sounds like a high school 
band in its simple structure and recording. You 
decide for yourself. (EA) 

(Meatwagon PO Box 133006 Atlanta, GA 30333) 

murder junkies 

gg’s old band playing songs that sound like gg. (AG) 

(POB 7112 Burbank CA 915 1 0 USA) 

Murphy’s Law -Dedicated, CD 

If you are familiar with this band then you know 
what to expect - there’s nothing new sound or atti¬ 
tude-wise here. If you don’t know, then the best 
quick description I can come up with is “Jokey 
Hardcore”. BUT, not Hardcore in the chugga-chug- 
ga, new school metal style vein. No, Murphy’s Law 
play what would probably just be called punk today if 
they hadn’t been around and playing it for over 10 
years. I saw them with The Beastie Boys in 1985, 
and they haven’t changed significantly since then. I 
recently saw the video for one of the songs on here, 
which I loved because, A) The chorus is “Stay gold, 
Ponyboy”, which is from S. E. Hinton’s The 
Outsiders - Only one of the most important books of 
my junior high experience - and, B) the video is pret¬ 
ty much just footage of guys fighting in the crowd at 
one of their shows. Brilliant. (DL) 

(Another Planet 740 Broadway New York, NY 10003) 

Murphy’s Law-What Will the Neighbors Think?, 7” 

I heard that Jimy Gestapo doesn’t even go by that 
name anymore. Now he’s just Jimmy G. Sounds like a 
friggin’ DJ or something. Like one of those NYC 
trance DJs my friend Chris tells me about. I think 
Murphys Law signed with a big label and that’s why 
Jimmy took the PC moniker. What is funniest about 
this whole scenario is that they recorded this song, 
“What will the neighbors think?” featuring a chorus 
of “I don’t care, I don’t care, I don’t care what the 
neighbor’s think!” Something tells me he did if he 
changed his name to get his paws on their advance. 
Regardless, I can vouch for Murphys Law’s tage bril¬ 
liance and the fact that they do have some good older 
songs, look for “Back with a Bong.” That’s a decent 
place to start, but ignore this crap. (GG) 

(Another Planet 740 Broadway, New York, NY 10003) 


New Sweet Breath, 7” 

Surprisingly catchy and good. Basically your rockin’ 
punk. Fast, tri-chorded, but no raspy vocals. Highly 
recommended for any fans of good music. (MD) 
(Ringing Ear 9 Maple Crest, Newmarket, NH 03857) 

Ninety Pound Wuss, CD 

The real reason I got this is because the 90 lb. folk are 
actually making a valiant attempt at promoting a 
whole new genre of our musical universe: Jesus punk! 
And since I am a baptized catholic, h would logically 
follow that I would be an excellent choice to hear 
their songs of salvation. It was of course inevitable, 
with half of everybody’s favorite bands being on 
MTV that the punk revolution circa 1994 would fil¬ 
ter down to the bible thumpers lurking among us. I 
really don’t know what to say, but their lyrics proba¬ 
bly put it best: “Now you’re standing in the ring, full 
of demons and sins/ Unsatisfied is how you stand 
before God/ Cleanse yourself through Jesus Christ.” 
And feel the beauty of their smash hit love yarn, “Girl 
Song:” “I’ll try to love you girl cuz you’re my god 
given girlie.” I don’t think I need to say more. All of 
you will either not care about this record or call for 
their heads. Either way, the dangedest thing about it 
is that it sounds like the singer from the friggin’ 
Motards! Singing about Jaysus! Who’d a thunk it! Not 
me, no siree.... (GG) 

(Tooth and Nail Records {closet religioso nerds}) 

Nobodys-Politically Incorrect 7” 

Oh... they must be joking. Right? (BVH) 

(PO Box 453 Clemson, SC 29633) 

Nobodys/Falling Sickness, split 7” 

This is good. The Nobodys are fast, snotty punk from 
Colorado. 3 very good songs. Falling Sickness is fast, 
snotty punk from California. songs by them. Both 
sides are damn good. (JO) 

(Hopeless; pobox7495,Van Nuys CA 91409-7495) 

The Noisettes/Space Brothers-split 7” 

The first Noisettes track is very simple and outer-spacey 
sounding. The second sounds like rain with light airy 
guitar and quiet bass. Very soothing. The Space Brothers 
sound iike a discordant lounge band. The packaging on 
this 7” is so confusing that I couldn’t tell at first that this 
is a split 7” and I swear that 1 side of this should be 33 
RPM and the other 45. The Noisettes side sounds good 
at both speeds, interestingly enough. (KB) 

(MoFoCo / PO Box 84481 / Seattle, WA 98124) 

Noneleftstanding-stingray candy 100!, LP 

My friend, who was over while I was reviewing this, asked 
(before the vocalist started), “Is this the new Fugazi?” 
Basically, it’s along the same lines as Fugazi or Fuel, but a 
little more to the discordant side. It’s well done, though, 
and definitely enjoyable and interesting. (MB) 

(Rhetoric Records; POB 82; Madison, Wl 53701) 












None of the Above - Hell Hole 7” 

The A side is upbeat, straight forward punk rock. 
Same for the second side... Not bad but not that 
great either. Nice wanky guitar solos at the end of 
every song. Blah blah blah... (MM) 

(Unclean Records PO Box 49737 Austin, Texas 
78765) 

Nothing Cool - doNt tELL Me wHat tO Do, CD 

Not much that is ground-breaking here, but it’s not 
bad either. Noisy, upbeat, semi-melodic, snotty punk 
rocknroll. (bobc) 

(Clearview Records, 2157 Pueblo Dr., Garland, TX 
75040) 

Oblio Joes/Humpy-split 7” 

The Oblio Joes are kinda of a fucked up, darker, Pink 
Floydish version of They Might Be Giants, while 
Humpy is sloppy, noisy and unintelligible pissed-off 
punk stuff. (BVH) 

(Pink House Records: no label address) 

Oliver-Month Of Sundays, CD 

Somewhere in that bad pop-punk/bad straight-rock 
continuum. Grossly mediocre music, pathetic lyrics 
about teenage romances and equally banal topics. (JB) 
(Ripcow Records/POB 514/Arcata, CA 95518) 


ever, (despite occasional (and I presume unintention¬ 
al) resemblance to Live and They Might Be Giants) 
and I will be listening to it again when I feel like I’m 
in a mellow (yet edgy) mood. (DC) 

(Oppulence! R0. Box 2071, Wilmington, NC 284021) 

papa brittle cd 

rage against the machine (AG) 

(632 Broadway Suite 301 New York NY USA) 

Parable Of Now -Stagnate and Die, Fucker, 
cassette 

No lyrics in this, so I have no idea what they’re talk¬ 
ing about. Really cool music on this though, even if 
the sound quality could have been better. Emo by 
the old, correct meaning of the term. (DL) 

(60 the Fenway #43, Boston, MA 02115) 

Parker Brothers-s/t, 7” 

This is piss punk with an edge. Hmmm, no offense, 
but I’m just a little annoyed with the whole fuckin’ 
middle finger, up your ass, punk rock crowd. It just 
gets a little sickening after a while if you ask me. 

But... this is pretty decent anyways and i’m sure you’ll 
love it punk. (JZ) 

(Quincy Shanks, 525 Wing Lane, St Charles, IL 
60174) 


Keppercorn - y song demo tape 

These guys have the Superchunk sound down 
pat, complete with gruff, yet melodic vocals. 
This is nice to listen to when I’m in a poppy 
sort of mood. Think I’ll keep this one in my 
tape case, instead of the big bin of other tapes I 
never listen to. (MH) 

(Box 111, 858 Cole St, San Francisco CA 
94117) 


Pezz - Livin’ the Life of Riley, CD 

Generally fast, melodic punk with few stand 
out points, (bobc) 

(truant records, po box 42185, memphis, tn 
38107) 

The Phoids-Anymore, 7” 

Basic two guitar rock with a slight trace of pop 
punk and grunge influence. It is done well, 
and the recording is great, deserves to be in 
malls all across Seattle. (JB) 

(NG Records/ 622 Broadway #3A/NYC, NY 
10012 ) 
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zany! (AG) 

(5014 Arbor Ridge San Antonio TX 78228) 


Omaha-The Return As... 7” 

I completly forgot I was listening to this 7”. ‘Nuff 
said. (DS) 

Doghouse Records 

One Good Eye-Larger Than Letters, 7” 

Color splashed - marble vinyl, and the music is not so 
bad either! In fact, a pleasant twist to the ordinary. 

I guess the band they remind me of the most would 
have to be the Odd Numbers. Pretty good, and 
worth the time and few bucks. (MD) 

($3, Over the Counter Records, 94 Calypso Casper, 

WY 82604) 

The Padded Cell - I Don’t Need No Arms 7” 

Sheesh, where to begin? How about with the generic 
punk rock sound... pretty cruddy if you ask me. Oh, 
and how about the lyrics? They have a couple of 
right on political songs but “I Like Dykes” just kills it 
for me. Gimme a break. (MM) 

(Dead Beat P0 Box 283 Los Angeles, CA 90078) 

Pandora’s Lunchbox-Swooooooon, CD 

I love this band’s name. The band sounds kind of 
like the name — hyperintellectually jokey, jazzy (and 
occasinoally frantic) musical backgrounds, production 
full of space — kind of like what a good Sting album 
would sound like, except with Jim Morrison 
singing/talking. Excellent example of what it is, 
which I can’t exactly describe. I liked this a lot, how- 


the patio tapes 7” 

a guy tries to get a meat market to render “meat” 
unrecognizable, tries get a birthday cake “keep your 
balls to the wall,” and in the process proves how stupid 
all of your friends are, and that custom cake artists are 
incapable of writing in the “heavy metal font.” I’m not 
sure if I made this sound as funny as it really is, but it’s 
great. This is hysterical. Please buy it...(AG) 

(P0 Box 12206 Memphis TN 38182)AG 

Peaceful Meadows- Maximum Party, cd 

This is fun pop punk that makes an effort to be a 
slight bit different than the rest, which I appreciated. 
Plus, they have a song titled, “George The Animal 
Steele”, and any good punker knows how cool he is. 
Peaceful Meadows have cool lyrics and neat music, 
sort of a hybrid of Screeching Weasel and old Bad 
Religion. But that doesn’t really do them justice. Let’s 
just say I didn’t try to pawn it off at the used store, 
which means it must be good. Recommended. (JP) 
(Allied P0 Box 460683 SF CA 94146-0683) 

Pennicurvers-sA, 7” 

Beautiful, light-headed, swirling music designed to make 
me feel both unbelievably happy & incredibly lonely at 
the same time. Music that transcends a pretty bad 
recording, vocals that soar above the muddy mix. This is 
far and away the best thing I’ve gotten to review this 
issue. I can’t wait for more from the Pennicurvers! (DS) 
Dieselhead 9249 Greenwell St. Bellflower, CA 90706 


Plutocracy - CD 

Plutocracy play crazy grindcore type stuff... not 
necessarily super fast but nonetheless, crazy as 
all heck with tons of cool samples to liven 
things up. While this is good stuff, I could not 
bring myself to listen to all 66 minutes in one 
sitting. (MM) 

($6 ppd from Convoy PO Box 234 Little York, NJ 
08834) 

Polvo-Exploded Drawing, CD 

A great example of what indie rock bands are 
supposed to sound like. Edgy, well crafted, lit¬ 
erate, and catchy in a different way, if you 
know what I mean. Well recorded by Bob 
Weston, these North Carolina stalwarts contin¬ 
ue to put out good, solid material without 
sounding derivative (which, admittedly, they 
are), forced or irritating. All told, not sounding 
derivative, forced or irritating is a pretty 
impressive accomplishment these days. (DC) 
(Touch & Go Records, R0. Box 25520 Chicago, 

IL 60625) 

Positive State-Label Me 7” 

These guys range from 3rd wave ska types stuff 
to pop punk to a hardcore type thing. Nothing 
great. One or two songs are sorta catchy. (JO) 
($3.50ppd Torque Records;3510 N. 8th 
St,Arlington VA 22201) 
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The Promise Ring/Texas is the Reason, 
split 7” 

Texas is the Reason comes in with another won¬ 
derful example of post-hardcore at its best. Part 
emo, part-melodic, pan-pop, its the taste treat 
that kids love. I highly recommend this band if 
you haven’t .already heard them. Hell, they do 
have any qualms with banging out a love song, 
either. Promise Ring falls in the same category of 
music, bringing forth some heartfelt poetic lyrics 
to remind of what they’re actually singing about. 
A wondrous, sunny seven-inch.(MB) 

(JadeTree; 2310 Kennwynn Rd.; Wilmington, DE 
19810) 
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Propagandhi-Less Talk, More Rock, LP 

The album: They’ve toned it down to become a 
pretty catchy pop-punk band. The songs stay 
stuck in my head days after I hate them. The pol¬ 
itics are there way more than before. It’s overkill 
even, but so it goes. Don’t expect the old stuff. 
This is new and catchy pop. Good. The band: 
read my column and see why I don’t want to lis¬ 
ten to this ever again even if it is catchy. (WD) 
(Fat Wreck Chords) 


Pussycat Flanagan-The Short Bus, 7” 

Very very slow lo-fi rock with a slight surf 
influence as demonstrated by the organ parts. 
Kind of like a super lethargic Delta 72 with a 
poor recording. (JB) 

(Stick It To The Man Records/ POB 
421384/LA,CA 90042) 


Radio Flyer-Tomcats, CS 

Shit... I kinda like this. This seems to me to be 
the kind of band that really deserves to make it 
big...or at least they sound like should be 
famous. Fuck, I dunno, just buy this. I haven’t 
really enjoyed a demo like this in a long time. 
They remind me a little bit a pavement and a 
little bit of Harriet the Spy if that gives you any 
idea as to their sound. (JZ) 

(3ppd, Major Label, POBox 2203, Gaithersburg, 
MD 20886-2203) 


Rectify - How We Feel, 7” 

Quite possibly the best European Straight Edge 
Hardcore yet. Sure, some of it sounds exactly 
like Undertow with different lyrics, but I’m 
willing to overlook that ‘cause it rocks so hard. 
Solid, energetic, intense, and with great lyrics 
like, “bathing hands in a stream of fire - then 
soaking hands in a pond of gain - and emerging 
unscarred hands - this is my triumph”, you’ve 
got a winner. I mean, c’mon, those lyrics are 
pure genius! Those crazy Norwegians. Find 
this if you like Straight Edge. (DL) 

(Crucial Response Records Kaisersfeld 98 
46047 Oberhausen Germany) 


Rump-le- Untitled, 7” 

Metal, metal, metal. In 1985 this might have passed 
as punk but I don’t know too many more punks into 
the metal groove. Three songs and a whole lot of har¬ 
mony and dynamic changes in the songs. Nuff, said. 
Will said something about 95% of the records com¬ 
ing in were.... (EA) 

(Take Out the Trash Records, PO Box 541 Normal, IL 
61761) 

Russian Meat Squats - in: Kev the One Who 
Drives, tape 

This was recorded by some kids with too much free 
time on their hands. Basement tapes, stupid inter¬ 
views with friends, other sound snippets, and a vari¬ 
ety of music, all of which is unbearable to listen to. I 
hope that’s what they were trying for, because other¬ 
wise this is a total waste. One of those tapes that 
only those who made it can listen to. (MH) 

(2131 Lincoln Ave, Northhampton PA 18067) 

Rye Coalition -New Sherrif in Town, 7” 

Crazyness served up like only the boys in the Rye 
Coalition can do. Once again, another fine release by 
a band that continues to get better &C better. Noisy 
emo for those not in the know. (DS) 

Gem Blandsten P0 Box 356 River Edge NJ 07661 

Scared of Chaka-Hutch Brown Sayngwich, CD 

Half garage, half sappy pop-punk these guys will get 
your head bobbin’ after only a few seconds listening. 
Imagine zoinks meets the stitches. Great stuff, and I 
bet they rock three times as hard live. (WD) 

(702 records, POB 204, Reno, NV 89504) 

Screaming Bloody Marys - Get In, Get Off, 
Get Out, CD 

Woo hoo! These guys tear it up like most bands only 
wish they could. I am amazed this is on Dr. Dream, 
cuz most of their releases are usually so wimpy. 
Blues-based punk rock, sorta like the Supersuckers do 
it, but the SBMs give it their own special treatment. 
This is the kind of music you drink lots of beer 
and/or tequila and stumble around the house to. In 
fact, I think I’ll go do that now. (MH) 

(Dr. Dream, 841 W. Collins, Orange CA 92667) 

Shangri-La-Masochistic Heart, CS 

Oh boy. This is one of the most boring bands I’ve 
ever heard. Slow guitar playing the same chords 
over and over and over again (sometimes with dis¬ 
tortion to provide variety) and a singer droning on 
and on over it (and the equally repetitive bass and 
drums). I think the singer is either tone-deaf or just 
has no musical aptitude whatsoever. This is incredi¬ 
bly slow-paced. (KB) 

(Marc / 6 Abenaki Dr. /Topsham, Maine 04086) 


The Shotdowns - This Party is a Frat House, 7” 

Another band that plays that stripped down, basic 
punk/garage rock, that seems to be so prevalent these 
days (but that’s not a bad thing, necessarily). They 
have a vocalist that spews forth snotty punk lyrics like 
“I Don’t Give a Fuck” and “Going Nowhere Fast.” 

No classic, but pretty damn cool. (MH) 

(Lookout Records, POB 11374, Berkeley CA 94712) 

Shotwell Coho, 7” 

Ex-crimpshire and Strawman, come on what do you 
expect? Yup, east bay pop. It’s alright, but some¬ 
thing’s lacking. Nothing is really catchy. In trying to 
do more than the usual band they’ve done less to 
make me want to dance. Let’s pass... (WD) 

($3; Broken Rekids; POB 460402; SF, CA 94146) 

The Showcase Showdown - Appetite of 
Kings CD 

Imagine if John Lydon/Rotten (what does he call him¬ 
self nowadays since the Sex Pistols are back together? I 
wonder...) sang for a run of the mill melodic punk 
band. Goodness gracious, this might be okay if the 
vocals weren’t so damn annoying. (MM) 

(Elevator Music P0 Box 1502 Newhaven, CT 06511) 

Sick N Tired-1 Usually Don’t Get Like This, CD 

This is pretty good. It’s just random generic pop 
punk with an old school influence. At least this Cd 
didn’t hurt my ears or make my cat howl. (JP) 

(Too Many PO Box 1222 Spokane, Wa 99210) 

Silent Majority-Distant Second, 7” 

Huh, take a standard punk band, add a little bit of 
hardcore, a little bit of emo noise, and some catchy 
hooks, with some kinda screamy vocals and you’re set. 
It’s pretty cool, but I don’t honesdy think I’ll be lis¬ 
tening to it again... (WD) 

(Reservoir; POB 790366; Middle Village, NY 11379) 

Simpletons, 7” 

Somebody forgot to put the speed on this record and 
I’m not sure which speed it’s supposed to be played 
on. So... at 33rpm, this sounds like a slightly drunken 
slowed down Bad Religion. Not bad... At 45rpm, 
this sounds like Weston doing a slight impersonation 
of Alvin and The Chipmunks. Pretty Cool. I think 
it would be a perfect record if there was something 
like the 37rpm record player. Nontheless, this is the 
best of the bi-month. (JP) 

(RD #2 Box 276 Meadville, Pa 16335) 

Sinkhole - Core Sample, CD 

I was hesitant about this at first. I thought their last 
full-length was one of the best Dr. Strange releases, 
ever, when it came out. I got this and had to scratch 
my head a bit. Their sound has changed in a way I 
couldn’t pinpoint. It’s a definite progression from the 
first two Sinkhole records. This CD’s mood is unset- 







ding — darker than Sinkholes previous efforts. Their 
lyrics range from the abstract, symbolic, silly to the 
emotional. Sinkhole’s vibe can be difficult to touch 
upon — half the band being geniuses probably doesn’t 
matters much — but given some time, you might find 
yourself catching on. It took some effort, but I remain 
hooked. Thoughtful, melodic nerdcore. (bobc) 
(Ringing Ear, 9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 03857) 

Sissyface-King Lighter Stealer, CD 

Sometimes you get an album that blows you away. 
One that shows the utmost sincerity, honesty and tal¬ 
ent, yet rocks all the same. Sissyface is one such band. 
“King Lighter Stealer” is a collection of songs that are 
more emo than all of those fucking posers who wear 
pegged thrift store pants and cry into their amplifiers. 
Sissyface still manages to retain all of their song struc¬ 
ture, melody and tempo while still pouring every 
ounce of heart into their music. They have a small 
Crackerbash sound, but small is just about it. After 
that, it’s all sweetly-soothing, noisy punkish-pop with 
excellent guitar work that defies comparison. Your life 
is nothing until you get this. (BVH) 

(Cravedog: RO. Box 1841 Portland, OR 97201) 

Skankin Pickle-Sing Along With Skankin 
Pickle, LP 

Really good ska. Everyone I know loves these guys. 
Check it out. (JO) 

(Dr.Strange Records;POBox7000-117, Alta Loma CA 
91701) 

Skarhead-Drugs, Sex, Money, CD 

This is very much Tough Guy New York Hardcore 
which seems to have some sort of Gang aspect to it. 
DMS. 6 songs about violence and the streets and living 
the hard life. You know, stuff we can all relate to. (DL) 
(Another Planet Records) 

. Skarn Spage-Liten Sur Pleonas, CS 

Very interesting. This is a two piece band from Norway. 
There is a guitarist and someone who sings and does 
effects. The sound comes out pretty good, you’d never 
think that there are only two people in this band. But it 
is definitely a strange sound. Their music, I guess you 
could say, is somewhere between death metal and some 
sorta weird synthesized sound. I dunno. (JZ) 

($4ppd eur. $5ppd world. LaNuGo, Solvn.6, N-1533 
Moss, Norway) 

Skinner Pilot -New Sun, 7” 

Repetitive in a positive way, this music makes you 
tap your foot to a noise filled room. Noisy, power¬ 
ful, cool. Bassy, almost sonic youth-y at times, 
worth a try.(MB) 

(Good Sin; 215 A Street 5th Floor; Boston, MA 02210) 


Skinner Pilot-sA, 7” 

Boy, the best song on this 7” is the one that I have a 
sinking feeling the band included as a toss-away. It’s a 
short, strange number called “Gadfly Purchase” and is 
really subdued vocals over what sounds like a wheezing 
accordian; it’s incredible! In fact, I’d say that one song is 
the best thing I’ve heard this entire review session. Too 
bad the rest of the record is fairly normal hardcore with 
male/female vocals that doesn’t tread any new ground 
but does have some interesting noisy interludes. (DS) 
Goodsin 215 A Street 5th Floor Boston MA 02210 

Sleater-Kinney-Call the doctor, CD 

Grrls from Olympia, WA, which means they’re pretty 
irritated. They channel that irritation into a fine, 
Throwing Muses-like froth of colliding melodies, 
strange vocal harmonies, and literate lyrics. And did I 
mention that they’re irritated? Excellent. (DC) 
(Chainsaw, RO. Box 42600, Portland, OR 97242) 

Slowsidedown -impractical strategies, 7” 

Screamy, emotional stuff. A lot of thought goes there, 
but they reside in the range a bit too harsh for me. 
Very enjoyable to bounce along to, or think about 
(and read the lyric sheet). Somewhere between a 
sound reminiscent of power violence and vanilla emo. 
Thoughtful, well done. (MB) 

(excursion; POB 20224; Seattle, WA 98102) 

Smarty Pants, 7” 

Pop-punk with a slight emo hint to it. Nothing spec¬ 
tacular. I probably won’t listen to this ever again. (JO) 
($3ppd Smarty Pants;3408 Choctaw Dr,Edmond OK 
73013) 

Snotboy,7” 

Like the name implies, this is sotty punk, it’s ok. It 
does make me tap my foot. Actually, the more I lis¬ 
ten, the more I like it. (JO) 

(V.M.L.;POBox 183, Franklin Park IL 60131) 

Social Scare-Real, CS 

Your tape destroyed my cassette player! Damn it!! (JZ) 
(Room 13 Records, 3505 Kipling, Berkeley, Ml 
48072) 

Some Shitty Band “Shit” 7” 

Hmmm....not as bad as their name, but pretty darn 
close. This record basically sounds like it was made 
by a bunch of crusty kids who wanted or want to be 
the “next big thing” at their local hot-spot club. 

There is one of these types of bands in every town, so 
I am sure that all of you know what I am talking 
about. With that, make your purchasing choice care¬ 
fully. After all they could be the next_(fill in 

the blank). (MD) 

(Jason, PO BOX 541 Normal, IL 61761) 


The Sonora Pine-s/t, CD 

A band that reminds me of the dearly departed 
Rodan, except that, unlike Rodan, the songs 
don’t really do anything all that interesting. 
Recorded by Bob Weston, who usually does a 
much better job, it has the sound of a demo 
tape. The songs have the “authentic” sound 
beloved of those who worship Palace Brothers 
and other such faux-Americana, combined with 
the noise ethos of indie rock. Theoretically 
interesting, while generally unappealing in prac¬ 
tice. The woman, Tara Jane O’Neil, has a warm 
voice that does nice things for the songs, which 
resolutely refuse to go anywhere — which is 
almost admirable, and probably would be, if the 
songs didn’t all sound the same. The man sings 
like fingernails scraping a washingboard. If you 
like this kind of thing, you’ll probably like it too 
— personally, I found it to be wearing. (DC) 
(Quarterstick, R0. Box 25342, Chicago, IL 60625) 


Spacemen 3-Singles, CD 

The Spacemen 3 were one of the few genuine 
inheritors of the Roky Erickson/Syd Barrett 
fucked up psychedelic mande. In their short life 
(1986-1991) they made some really spaced out 
music before cracking up into Spiritualized and 
Sonic Boom. Their songs are best described by 
the name of one of their albums, Taking Drugs to 
Make Music To Take Drugs To. They cover songs 
by such psychedelic avatars as the 13th Floor 
Elevators (“Rollercoaster”) and Red Crayola 
(“Transparent Radiation”) while adding some of 
Barrett’s English eccentricisms to the mix. A pret¬ 
ty neat compilation of their “singles” (really ep’s) it 
captures perfecdy a wonderously bizarre musical 
moment in time, when all the songs sounded 
almost the same and it really didn’t matter. (DC) 
(Taang! 706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 
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Spazz/Brutal Truth, split 7” 

I was never a huge Spazz fan, I always though, 
and this record is no exception, that their 
recordings were to muffled. It is fine slap-a- 
ham style hardcore, with better than average 
song writing, they have a lot more variation in 
their music than most bands of the genre. The 
Brutal Truth side puts Spazz to shame, this is a 
harsh eardrum ringing discordant noise barrage. 
Fast and heavy, destined to be classic 7”. Mail 
order for color vinyl. (JB) 

(Rhetoric Records/ POB 82/Madison, Wl 53701 
and Bovine/POB 2134/Madison, Wl 53701) 

Spithead-Swag,cass. 

Pretty good British ska. On the lines of 
Subhumans ska stuff and Citizen Fish. 
Definitely worth a listen. (JO) 

(Kollusion Records;POBox2717,Harlow Essex 
CM18 6SQ) 
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Splat-Natural Born Idiots, 7” 

The first song is so low in register and slow 
when it sounds like it should be fast that at first 
I thought I had the record player on the wrong 
speed. The lyrics are pretty inane but I like the 
singers voice because he sounds like James 
Hetfield. This is mostly punk (at times kind of 
poppy) but there are some parts that really drag 
in tempo which sort of causes the one-bad- 
apple phenomenon. (KB) 

(No Clue 3112 McDonald St. Miami, FL 33133) 

Splat-Kirstne Needs Lithium, 7” 

Did someone say....”Screeching Weasel?” (MD) 
(No Clue Records, 3112 McDonald St, Miami FI, 
33133) 

Split Lip-Songs you may or may not 
have heard before, CD 

Old shit, covers, live shit, a pretty good little 
package, but it lacks the punch of their current 
(incredible...) work. Still very fun and good, nice 
poppy emo that makes you dance and cry simul¬ 
taneously. They will soon be Chamberlain, and 
probably rock even harder. (WD) 
g House; POB 8946; Toledo, OH 43623) 

Spyglass-Demo, cass. 

Most of the time, demo tapes suck. Spyglass is an 
exception. Sweedy sung vocals that sound remote¬ 
ly like Tanya Donnely (of Belly fame) over pleas- 
andy noisy/melodic pop/emo music. Spyglass has 
the kind of charisma and feel that bands like 
Sunny Day Real Estate helped refine, only they 
take it to a new level—with much success. I’m 
anxious to hear more from this band. (BVH) 

(RO. Box 3665 Columbus, OH 43210-0665) 

Stain “Planet Grot/Last Inhabitant” 7” 

Hmmm..the liner says that “Stain play punk the 
way it used to be. Just think of the ADVERTS and 
ANTI-NOWHERE LEAGUE and you wont go 
far wrong...” Sure. Think of that.... (MD) 

(Stan Smith PO BOX 226 Barnett EN5 5SS) 

Stanford Prison Experiment- The Gato 
Hunch, cd 

Not only do I dislike the band’s name and the 
red cover with buildings, but I also despise the 
music of this band. They belong in prison for 
releasing this. (JP) 

(World Domination Records) 

Stanley-Clobbered, CD 

Helmet wannabes but not as tight. Sort of a 
fusion of aggressive rock and..something else. 
Sounds very rock-star-ish. (KB) 

(Another Planet Records / 740 Broadway / New 
York, NY 10003) 



Stanley, 7” 

These guys remind me of old Green River, only more 
of a straight ahead punk sound. Nothing outstanding, 
but not horrible. (BVH) 

(Another Planet) 

Stiff Little Fingers-Get a Life,CD 

This definitely gets the award for Most Disappointing 
Album of the Year. Is it possible that there is another 
band called Stiff Little Fingers? Jesus Christ, this 
sounds like U2 (think “In the Name of Love”) or 
dada (that Disney Land song). I give this record a 
Stiff Middle Finger. (KB) 

(Taang! / 706 Pismo Ct / San Diego, CA 92109) 

Streganona/Sweep the Leg Johnny-split 7” 

Streganona... wholly crap!! These boys drive onto this 
7” in a steamroller & proceed to level all in their 
path. Nice quiet/loud transitions that are fairly origi¬ 
nal. Really nice use of the tinkly guitar sound. But 
boy, when they kick in, do they ever! If Streganona 
drive a steamroller, then Sweep the Leg Jonny drives a 
riding lawnmower & proceed to cur a small swath in 
the lawn of all in their path. Similar sound, just not 
as inspired. (DS) 

The Estate 1216 N. Wolcott, Chicago IL 60622 

Strung Out-Suburban Teenage Wasteland 
Blues, LP 

If you aren’t familiar with these guys they take the 
usual FAT melodic hardcore sound and mix in a good 
helpin’ of metal to get their crazy beat. It’s a pretty 
cool album and shows definite improvement in writ¬ 
ing skills over their last one. The metal licks can get a 
little tedious though. For some reason it sounds 
twice as good in a car too. So great for driving, ok 
for at home. (WD) 

(Fat Wreck Chords) 

Subincision - 7” 

What’s with all the bad generic punk bands this time 
around? I was thinking Wingnut Records, they put out 
AFI (who are decent, I think), so this ought to be okay... 
I guess that’s what I get for thinking, huh? (MM) 
(Wingnut Records suite 59 1442A Walnut St. 

Berkeley, CA 94709) 

Submission Hold-Veterans of the Cola 
War, Tape 

This is kinda cool emo-punk from the Vancouver, 
Canada region. Submission Hold sounds slightly like 
Moss Icon with female vocals that range from sung to 
screamed. Pretty cool discordant, well arranged songs 
here, with lots of emotion and power. (BVH) 

($5 PPD to: Box 21533-1850 Commercial DR, 
Vancouver, B.C. V5N 4A0 Canada) 


Sun Demons- Now is the Time, 7” 

Now is the time for boring bar rock-n-roll. (EA) 

(Loutish P0 Box 262 Old Chelsea Sta. NYC 10011) 

Svelt - Souvenir, CD 

This is a pretty cool alternative rock band from out of 
Portland, Oregon. The musicianship and songwriting 
is solid. They have a thick, distorted sound that is 
soothing rather than frantic. It’s not really my kind 
of stuff, but I found I could listen to this without 
being annoyed. That’s good in my book. (MH) 
(Schizophonic, 231 NE Commercial St, Salem OR 97301) 

The Sweathogs - tape 

Okay, this band is totally mis-named... they’re fast 
and crusty and sorta like Drop Dead, except my girl¬ 
friend thinks the singer sounds like a dog barking. It 
reminds me of Monster X vocals sorta... This is pret¬ 
ty cool even though they don’t sound like what I 
think a band called the Sweathogs would sound like. 

It comes with a booklet with lyrics, band history and 
the like... (MM) 

(PO Box 966 Bothell, WA 98021-0966) 

Sweetcar-Sounds of Defensiveness, CD 

Edgy guitars, some singing, and some screaming. The 
edgy guitars are great, and the sung parts are cool. 

They aren’t good screamers, however, and they should 
probably stay away from magnum opuses like 
“Tunnels”. These guys are decent singers, and the 
music is cool, sounding like a louder, more abrasive 
Pavement at points, but the screaming (when it shows 
up) tends to ruin it, and the longer songs are somewhat 
overwrought. Ail told, enough of the record lacks the 
poorly screamed parts to make it worthwhile, if not 
exacdy the most original thing I’ve heard recently.(DC) 
(Dyslexic Records, 528 White Oak, Roselle, IL 60172) 

Swirlies-They spent their wild youthful days, CD 

A Boston band with a predilection for swirling 
“dreamy” guitar, and echoing vocals, they’d be a good 
opening band for the Spacemen 3, except they’re a bit 
harder. I liked this quite a bit, sort of a slightly more 
out there Flaming Lips, with some Mercury Rev 
thrown in. I liked this. And they have a song named 
after Sterling Moss, so you know its good. And on 
“Sounds of Sebring” they sound like Lush. What 
more could you want? (DC) 

(Taang!, 706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 

The Tantrums- Big Dress, 7” 

This is different and not what you kids might call 
punk. Great female vocals adorn this record and are 
very appreciated. Think Peter Gun and the Rezillos 
(in their poppy sense). Can’t really describe this 
record as well as I can tell you that it is one top notch 
recording and refreshing after listening to too many 
hard edged reviews. (EA) 

(Zafio Records, PO Box 40004, Berkeley, CA 94704) 









Teenage Frames- More Songs, Less Music, CD 

Surprisingly great. I bet these lads take the Kinks 
seriously. Very pop oriented and catchy and sing- 
songy as ail hell. Only two of the fourteen songs 
clock in over 2:30 minutes leaving you no time to get 
sick of their melody. Another first release form a 
label and I would say a very fine start. Suggested for 
anyone appreciative of real pop music. (EA) 

(Rock and Roll Records, 235 South Goebbert Road 
#2061 Arligton Hts, IL 60005) 

Texas is the Reason-Do you know who you 
are?, LP 

For some reason this didnt really catch me as some¬ 
thing I’d like but it keeps ending up in my tape player. 
Its good, it’s calming but really powerful and melodic. 
The songs stay bouncing in my head all day. I can’t 
explain it. Nice laid back emo. Very nice... (WD) 
(Revelation) 

Thirtysecondsdeep- Hot Carl, 7” 

With Jawbreaker on a major label this is the next best 
thing. Though a little sloppy during the fast parts I think 
that Thirtysecondsdeep are an outfit to be reckoned with. 
Why not get it? Four songs, for poppy, for you. (EA) 
(Harmless Records 1437 W. Hood Chicago, IL 60660) 

Torture Kitty-The Kid With Crazy Eyes...plus, 
5” EP 

Another Mass Giorgini poduct, as usual reminiscent of 
the rest of the midwest flock, poppy punk stuff with 
mindless, meaningless lyrics. Think Walker, Lynards 
Innards, etc. Not much else to say I suppose. (GG) 
(House O’ Pain PO Box 120861 Nahville TN 37212) 

Trance-Fleash and Lust, 7” 

Blech. I need not say more, but I will elaborate. 

Picture the soundtrack to the movie “The Craft,” think 
of the whole mood of that movie, or any goth type 
flick, picture the font, the songs about flesh, et cetera, 
and slow music with smooth and creepy female vocals. 
There you have it, but you do not need it. (MD) 

(Real George P0 BOX 40510 Santa Barbara CA 93140) 

Uberhund 

non-confrontational indiepop with sorta dry and 
minimalist instrumentation. It’s not the best release 
I’ve heard all year, but it has a nerdy cuteness that I 
and perhaps you might find endearing. (AG) 

(919 Drake 109 Davis California 95616) 

The Unseen-Protect And Serve, 7” 

Another great record from a Boston punk band, a city 
that never fails to disappoint. This is a straightfor¬ 
ward 8 song 7” that is fast, distorted, and punk as all 
hell. The style is straight out of the “Boston Not LA” 
era of Boston punk/hardcore, a real keeper. (JB) 
(V.M.L. Records/POB 183/Franklin Park, IL 60131) 


Unwound-Corpse Pose, 7” 

Unwound are, currently, my favorite band. I don’t 
know how much more I need to say, except to initiate 
the unimaginative (ie those not yet enraptured). They 
play a unique brand of emotional slowish melody that 
is a rhythmic and beating noise. It pulses with energy 
and you just move.(MB) 

(kill rock stars; 120 ne state #418; Olympia, wa 98501) 

Vindictives -Johnny, Where Are You?, 7” 

Stuff by that wacky pop band reminiscent of 
Screeching Weasel or the Ramones except the singer 
is unique. Oh, and he is unique. This is not their best 
stuff, but it is a picture disk, and that should draw the 
fans. The flip side is drastically reminiscent of both 
side one and the Misfits. (MB) 

(Lookout! Records) 

Violent Society-Not Enjoyin' it, CD 

What can we say, I’m “not enjoyin’ it.” “It” meaning 
this CD. Grrr, a little too angry and frustrated for 
me. Go mosh yourselves to death pissers. (JZ) 

(60 Denton Ave. East Rockaway, NY 11518) 

The Volatiles-Fuck All Punk Rockers, 7” 

My nominee for the most punk record of the year. 
This is exactly what I’ve been waiting for. An all out 
attack on the hypocrisy of spike haired chain and stud 
wearing punk buffoons who are really just slaves to 
their habits, living from botde to bottle rather than 
day to day, constantly searching for their latest Cisco 
fix. All the while saying “Fuck the system,” complete¬ 
ly unaware that they are a slave to the system. I’ve felt 
this way for years, and there’s finally a song about it. 
I’m a happy guy. The real key here is the lyrics, and 
other songs attack credit cards and the internet, (Not 
done in Ben Weasel’s style mind you.) all dressed up 
in a poppy yet abrasive punk coating. Another damn 
fine record from Rocco. (GG) 

(Rocco PO Box 14781 Chicago, IL 60614-0781) 

Warm Wires-Women are better than Men 7” 

This is one of them “All Star Bands,” and is com¬ 
posed of members from the Breeders, Ed’s Redeeming 
Qualities, the Buckets, and someone else...if you are 
into the hardcore under ground MTV bands (a para¬ 
dox?), then this is screaming for you to buy it. I Not 
too bad, actually, just nothing incredibly exciting. 
(MD) 

(Roslyn Records 1413 Castro St. SF, CA 94114) 

Warzone -Lower East Side, CD 

Punk Planet keeps sending me Warzone stuff to 
review, despite the fact that I don’t like them at all 
and always give them a bad review. Go figure. (Hey 
PP, next time send the Warzone stuff the Bret Van 
Horn!) This is the Warzone tenth anniversary 
release, and they re-do a few of their old numbers on 


this along with some new stuff. To their credit, 

I have to say that I respect Warzone’s dedication 
and perseverance, and the material on here is a 
little easier to swallow than their usual offer¬ 
ings. But, I still can’t say I dig it. (DL) 

(Victory RO. BOX 146546 Chicago, IL 60614) 

The Weird Love Makers - Irving, 7” EP 

This is way fucking cool. Sort of a mix of indy 
rock and punk, but with a definite punk atti¬ 
tude. Hell, on the insert they even teach you 
how to play the A and E bar chords on the gui¬ 
tar. Then on the lyric sheet they provide the 
lyrics and chord progressions for each song. 

Some melodic stuff, so fairly fast and punky 
stuff. 4 songs that are definitely worth your 
time and dollars. (MH) 

(Swonk, PO 3775, Tucson AZ 85722) 

Weston - Got Beat Up, CD 

Excellent music for fans of heavily, pop-flavored 
punk. Aside from the out-of-key vocals, some 
tunes remind me of Bon Jovi. No shit. But I’m 
diggin’ it. These guys will continue to do well. 
(Go-Kart Records, P0 Box 20, Prince Street 
Station, NYC, NY 10012) 

Whatever - Socially Retarded 7” 

An solid record: It’s well-produced, the bass 
playing is tasteful, driving and precise, the lyrics 
have meaning and aren’t pretentious, and the 
songs are catchy enough to stay in your head. 
They have enough roughness and a non-sing- 
songy edge not to stay out of the pop-punk 
milieu. I’ll be playing this one again, (bobc) 
(Dead Beat, P0 Box 283, Los Angeles, CA 90078) 

Wheel Of Progress -It’s Alive, 7” 

Four songs here from a very competent HC 
band from Belgium. I hear some Integrity and 
even a little Bloodlet in this, and I notice that 
this was recorded in early 1993, which would 
put it ahead of a lot of other bands that draw 
from those sources. Really good stuff. (DL) 
(Rank And File 768 Montbeck Cres. 

Mississauga, Ont. Canada L5G 1P3) 

Wig Hat - Stupid Guitar, 7” EP 

Two frantic buzzsaw punkers, and two grooving 
melodic rockers. Nice mix on this EP. Solid pro¬ 
duction which is less trashy than most Vital 
releases. This is definitely cool. Red vinyl. (MH) 
(Vital, P0 Box 210, New York NY 10276) 

Wookiee-s/t, CS 

Hm. Interesting. This is guitar, drums, and • 
(mainly) Star Wars samples. As hokey as this 
sounds, the music is actually pretty good. For 
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Star Wars fans I guess, otherwise good for 
entertainment and laughs. Pretty cool. (KB) 
(Box 111 858 Cole St. San Francisco, CA 94117) 

The World’s Not Yellow - Imposing, tape 

Pretty much your average punk/hardcore demo, 
but better than quite a bit of the crap that’s out 
there on cassettes nowadays. Sloppy, but fun. 

5 bucks is a bit much too pay for a 7 song 
demo though. (MH) 

(TWNY, 5709 Gordon St, Osgoode Ontario 
Canada KOA 2W0) 

Zoinks/The Gain, split 7” 

The dance 7” of the month. Each band rock 
with two ultra catchy instant pop hits. If you 
ever liked pop punk, dancing, or songs about 
underwear (yes... underwear...) then this is for 
you. If not, it’s about time you went out and 
bought some dancin’ shoes. This smokes! (WD) 
(Rhetoric, POB 82, Madison, Wl 53701) 


V/A-The Day the Needles Stood Still, CD 

This is comprised of 6 previously released Alt. 

Tentacles 7”s. The first is Radiopuhelimet’s “Hygiene” 
7”: every song sounds the same; aggressive, fast, RNR. 
Life after Life has too much testosterone: a mix 
between Slayer and Judas Priest but not as cool as those 
2 bands; from their “Hurrahya” 7”. Pachinko’s “El 
Diablo en Senorita Pachinko” 7” is kind of trippy and 
sludgy sounding. Saturn’s Flea Collar “Stretch to 
Activate” 7” is pretty eclectic and creative. The 2nd 
track is awesome, fast, aggressive punk. The 3rd song is 
slow with lots of weird effects, pretty cool. Molotov 
Cocktail’s “Jerks in Progress” 7” is reviewed elsewhere 
in this section (unless it was deleted b/c of its affiliation 
with BMI). It sucks. The last band, Buzzkill, was awe¬ 
some. Their songs are off of the “Meat is Dinner” 7”. I 
can’t even describe them. Very talented and noisy with 
vocals that range from Bruce Dickinson to Ian 
Mackaye. My friend Faiz thinks they’re geniuses. (KB) 
(Alternative Tentacles / P0 Box 419092 / San 
Francisco, CA 94141-9092) 


V/A-12 Songs You Won’t Uke By...., LP 

This compilation of bands from Boise, Idaho has 
cool tracks by the Mosquitones, Haggis, Skidfish, 
Dink and much more. Not bad for $8. (BVH) 
(Spudtown 2255 Paradise Ln. Meridian, ID 83642) 



v/a-A- cassette 

This is a cool idea- a cassette devoted to bands 
with names that start with A. I wish I could say 
more about the music, which I think is punky, 
but the production was pretty bad and muffled. 
MAybe the next letter (they say it might be P) 
won’t suffer the same problem. (JP) 

Smilers UnionPO Box 8054 Austin Tx 78713 


V/A-CherNObyl; Endless Tragedy CD 

this release has music tracks by mostly good to 
great bands. The more well known bands are 
Propagandhi (whose song has better lyrics than 
any of their others), Rhythm Collision (who 
now sound exactly like Propagandhi), 1 Spy 
(who used to sound exactly like Propagandhi, 
but now sound like shit), and the Jello Biafra 
Mojo Nixon combo (who have never sounded 
like Propagandhi). There’s also lots of mini 
speeches by Activists like Noam Chomsky, 
Harvey Wassennan, Jello Biafra, and Iouli 
Adreev, which are interesting and sometimes 
inspiring. There’s 73 minutes of material, and 
the proceeds benefit MAMA-86, a health organi¬ 
zation in the Ukraine (where the Chernobyl dis¬ 
aster occurred) that works with victims of the 
Chernobyl disaster and promotes renewable 
energy resources in Russia, so I’m sure it’s worth 
whatever they want you to pay for it. (AG) 

(No address) 


v/a Dishwasher: Music to Wash Dishes by - 
Volume I, 7” 

An excellent 7-inch compilation/zine compilation 
assembled by Pete Dishwasher. You know the bands — 
The Queers, The Hi-Fives, Scared of Chaka and Ten- 
Four — and you know the mag. Mandatory, (bobc) 
(Seven-O-Two Records, PO Box 204, Reno, NV 89504) 

v/a>ground rule double, CD 

A compilation of various and sundry bands connected to 
Divot Records and Actionboy 300 Records, it’s a good 
selection, with songs by Shellac (the hilarious “copper 
song”) blue meanies (a cover of “ace of spades”), 
Dianogah, jerkwater and 22 others. Good choice. (DC) 
(Divot Records, R0. Box 14471, Chicago, IL 
60614/Actionboy 300 records, RO. Box 14061, 
Chicago, IL 60614-0061) 

v/a-Michael Gerald’s Party Machine 
Presents: 

Alice Donut and Killdozer team up for a three-song 
CD of not-so-memorable cover tunes, (bobc) 

(Touch and Go, PO Box 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 

V/A-Oi! The Rarites V0L4, CD 

Twenty two oi songs by eight bands. Didn’t really like this. 
Not very catchy. I guess it is only for oi enthusiasts. (JO) 
(Captain Oi;P0Box501,High Wycombe,Bucks, HP10 8QA) 

V/A - Placebo Compilation 7” 

One song each from Prevail, Order of Importance, Reversal 
of Man, and Inkwell. They all play that new style hardcore 
which tends to rock my booty. This does just that. There’s 
a nice booklet with lyrics and such, also a good explanation 
of the tide of the comp. Nice job. (MM) 

(Concurrent P0 Box 55462 Atlanta, GA 30308) 


v/a-Dad, Are We Punk Yet?, CD 

» A decent little Chicago-area punk sampler with 
the highlights being Squirtgun, The Bollweevils, 
The Mushuganas and Walker, (bobc) 
(Harmless, 1437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660) 


V/A - The Smoking Collection, 7” EP 

A compilation of bands from Hermosa Beach and 
Redondo Beach. Two songs from Bookmobile, both 
of which are fast, authentic, instrumental surf tunes. 
The Smut Peddlers do a Flipper-esque trash rock song 


about booze, drugs, and (nominally) surfing. 98 
Mute play raging hardcore about suicide. Fishsticks 
do a generic hardcore number dating from 1982, and 
Ballgagger are screaming female trash punk. A pretty 
decent little slab o’ wax. (MH) 

(Theologian, P0 Box 1070, Hermosa Beach CA 90254) 

V/A-Tatterfrock. #8, 7” 

HELLBENDER cranks out something reminiscent of, 
well, themselves. Which is good, I suppose, because 
they are good. Sort of a slow poppy emo feel. Perhaps 
even a little Superchunk. CHISEL are poppy like they 
are at they’re best, like poppy pop punk, almost a more 
reserved Lookout!-esuq thing. TRUSTY are poppy, as 
well, and damn great, bouncy happy fun, cool. SIDE- 
KICK KATO provide the seriousness that is requisite 
and polish off the record with an emotional outburst 
that makes me lightheaded and happy. The accompa¬ 
nying zine (or vice-versa) provides a helpful little out¬ 
line which I can quote deliciously in-context... “getting 
this 7” is the equivalent of the coming of the new mes- 
siah...” Am I now on my way to becoming an inspiring 
figure in the scene? (MB) 

(POB 51305; kalamazoo, Ml 49005-1305) 

V/A-Tinpot Island, 7” 

Gink is pretty garagey with muffled vocals and really 
fast music. The Shreds are pop-punk with an incredi¬ 
bly full sound (I think it’s all the reverb and multiple 
vocals). Travis Cut is also pop-punk that makes me 
think of D.I., Naked Raygun, and something else 
completely out of place (SxE HC?) as odd as it 
sounds. Breaker’s track is fast melodic pop-punk with 
really great vocals; I can’t even really compare them 
with anyone. All in all, this is a pretty good 7” with 4 
solid songs. (KB) 

(Potential Ashtray / 110 Oxford Rd. High Wycombe / 
Bucks HP11 2DN / UK) 

V/A - Too Damn Hype Records *95 Sampler CD 

Another one of these sampler CD things, which I still 
maintain are a great way for people to check out the roster 
of a particular label. This time we get to check out east 
coast hardcore label Too Damn Hype. This is made up of 
previously released tracks from Dare To Defy, Candida, 
Negative Male Child, Crisis, Lament, Sub Zero, 
Starkweather, Maximum Penalty, and Supahead. (DL) 
(Too Damn Hype Records ) 

V/A-”Welcome to Florida, Now Get the Fuck 
Out,...Asshole”, 7” 

The Crumbs pop wasn’t a big deal to me. Just sort of 
bla. AAA do a nice ska punk thing with zip but too 
much horns. I could actually see them as the next 
Mighty Mighty Bosstones. Take it for what its worth. 
The Pink Lincolns is “Sleeping Song” from the “Suck 
& Bloated” album. (Which I have on some yummy 
pink vinyl.) Kind of a gyp. I guess they wanted their 
name on this so it’ll sell. Gotohells offer a song for 
superior to their 7” from this month. Its a trashy, 
raunchy punk song with guts. I like it. (GG) 

(Stiff Pole Records P0 Box 20721 St. Pete, FL 33742; 
Far Out Records PO Box 14361 Ft. Laud., FL 33302) 
















Official Punk Band of the 
1996 Olympic Games! on 
limited-edition purple marbled 
vinyl with screen-printed cover. 

(cash or money orders only please-payable to Jonathan R.) 


P.O. BOX 133006 • Atlanta,GA 30333 

Computer Geeks! E-Mail us at meatwagons@aol.com 






netthaiS 


DEFAULT (USA) TOAST(JAPAN) SNAP-HER(USA) SLIGHT SLAPPERS(JAPAN) MASSKONTOROLL(USA) 
BORN SCRATCH(JAPAN) DISMACHINE(SWEDEN) UNDER THREAT(BRAZIL) THE GAIA(JAPAN) 
IN/HUMANITY(USA) F.T.D.(JAPAN) PUNISHER(YUGOSLAVIA) CUM(SWEDEN) THE GOBLINS(USA) 

NO SIDE(JAPAN) TOTAL FAILURE(YUGOSLAVIA) MUZELBASTARDS(GERMANY) D.P.P.S.(JAPAN) 
DISHONEST(SWEDEN) HOCU? NECU(YUGOSLAVIA) NON(JAPAN) SANITY ASSASSINS(USA) 

16 B.U.H.(SWEDEN) ONE SIZE FITS ALL(JAPAN) DISTRAUGHT(USA) FRASH GORDON (JAPAN) 

THE PISS SHIVERS(USA) DYSFUNCTIONAL & DISFUCKED(SWEDEN) MORTUUS(YUGOSLAVIA) 
PLUTONIUM(JAPAN) FAT DAY(USA)DERANCE(USA) CUMBRAGE(SWEDEN) NAKED AGGRESSION(USA) 
TIMES SQUARE PREACHERS(SWEDEN) SEOATIVE(YUGOSLAVIA) ACROHOLIA(YUGOSLAVIA) 
DISFUSE(USA) BUDELLAM(SPAIN) CALF BRANDING^JAPAN) FINAL CONFLICT(USA) I.R.F.(JAPAN) 

"WORLD HARD CORE COMPILATION CD" 

42BANDS HG-050 $15(PPD) 


NO FATE 


PLEASE SEND YOUR DEMO TAPE FOR Vol.2. 

I will release it on Jun or July. 




LP/CS: $8 CD: $10 


Revelation Records, P.O. Box 5232 
Huntington Beach, CA 82615-5232 
Send a stamp for our catalog 
Visa/MC orders call 714.842. SLUG 
http://www.revhq.com 


H.G.Fact c/oTA DAS HI $ATQH,401 HONGO-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO.NAKANO,TOKYO,164,JAPAN TEL/FAX 81-3-3383-6885 


IN THE WORKS 

TOAST /SPAZZ split 7'EP 

MULTIPLEX/EXIT-13 split 7'EP 

BONE SCRATCH / IN/HUMANITY split 7'EP 

BALZAC picture 7'EP 

IN/HUMANITY CD 

BONE SCRATCH CD 


CORRUPTED 

GRIEE 

SPLIT 7‘EP S8(ppd) 


SLANG 

“SUPER CHAOS” • 
CD S15(ppd) . 


MESSED UP 

"TOTAL CONTROL” 
12'EP $15(ppd) 


TOTAL FAILURE 

•USE YOUR HEAD” 
CD S13(ppd) 


DEF.MASTER 
SPINE WRENCH 

SPLIT 7'EP S8(ppd) 


MELT-BANANA 
DISCORDANCE AXIS 

SPLIT 7'EP $8(ppd) 


BOTH THE DRUMMER AND THE BASS PLAYER 
LEFT THE BAND AND SNAP-HER SPLIT UP. 

SO WE WON’T PUT OUT THEIR CD ANYMORE. 
TOO BAD! BUT THAT’S THE LIFE. 


























































A/t/n «i (j)mpo urud. Red 
cl vesiy. J.omg. iouA, 


, 5-kalsnazoo 
5-louisville 


THE INVALID* 

"Out of Heab CD 

12 new, snotty, Ramones-style punk 
tunes from this Santa Rosa trio! 



* **August days*** 

2-chicag3*fireside 
4-bloomington,in , 

6-charleston,wv , 7-phila.,pa 
8-nycr*chgb* s , 9~Providence,ri 
10-bosjton „ 11- springfi e Id, m a 
12-portsmouth,nh , 15 -wash.,dc 
l£-balto,md , 17 —newark,md 
18-salisbury,md , l9-richmond,va 
20-nc , 21-nc ,22-savannah,ga 
25-athens,ga , 24-atlanta,ga 
25-new Orleans , 26-lake Charles, la 
27-memphis , 28-little rock,ar 
29-hot springs,ar , 30-dallas,tx 
31-austin, tx*emo 1 s 

^ *** September days*** 

1-el paso,tx , 2-nm 




3 -az , 4 *az 


5-san diego,ca , 6-berkeley,ca 
7-san £rancisco,ca , 8-north ca ,9- eugene 
10-portland , 13 -olympia , 14 -seattie 
15 -spokane , 18-minot,nd , 19 -bismark,nd 
20-far@o,nd , 21-st.cloud ,22-minneapolis 
23 -the big sleep 


mothers & fathers say goodbye 
to their boys ... 


TfiaAxliandlaPunk Compilation #1 

Hickey - 1 


"D orkabilly Stew" CD 

22 papaya-fueled, hyper-paced 
surfabilly songs from this Hawaiian 
three-piece! The Hi-Fives on speed? 

— More Shit Available — 

Jon Cougar Concentration Camp CD 
The Invalids "Wisegidys" - 7" 

Jon Cougar "Asparagus ..." - 7" 
Narcissistic Freds "Hot Pone Action" - 7" 
Second Guess # 13 - s(?it 7 fies, si; it 
wISMOtSwIwAwGit-MlSfAtfillMlSMHtlithhSm 


fORMM U.S. / Can.-Mex. / World 


-7" 


CD 


^ 3.50 


M. 

$9 


$ 5.50 


orders made out 


THE BAR FEEDERS 7" litterbox 7- ep 

$3 ppd. 4 qqa,it Y Punk tunes 


Send only well-concealed cash or money orders 
to BOB CONRAD. Don't send checks you fuckers. 

STORES AND DISTROS: Get Second Guess shit direct from 
Rhotoric, 1000 Flowers, Revolver, Vi dory or Choke. Or 
send a stamp (or two IRCs) for a wholesale list/catalog. 

EVERYONE ELSE: Send a stamp or two IRCs for a catalog. 

econb 
uess 
ecorbs 

PO BOX 9382- RENO, NV 89507 




McRackins- 
Heckle- 
Trick Babys 
The Bar Feeders 
Plow United 
Blanks IT 

White Trash Debutantes 
Uncle Skunk 
Trunk. 

The Dread 
Squats 
Litterbox 
Cash Registers 



HECKLE/LITTERBOX SPLIT 7” 

Heckle nps New Jersey a new 
asshole and Litterbox gives NVC a Dig 
Fuck You. $3.00 PPD. 



on 7 inches of vinyl. 
$3.00 PPD 

Send SASE for free catalog and 
stickers. To oraer sturf: send check 
or monev oraer to: 
Axhandle Records 
1827 McAllister Street. 

San Francisco. CA 94115. 

’foreign add $; 


^pistrib. by Revolv 
& Subterranear 


£jt:rs Gel in touch' 























































SOME ASSEMBLY REQUIRED" 


Slamdek Record Company 1986-1995 


started Slamdek in 1986. The 
bookcontains over 250 pho¬ 
tos and illustrations, contribu- 
donsfiotK thtw other writers, 
and complete docatneotarion 
ofSla«n<l«k’* 45 releases in- 


history as it pertains to the 
label. 74-minute CD Features 
unavailable tracks by Rodan, 
Crain, Jawbox, Endpoint, 
Metroschifier, The Tele¬ 
phone Man, Sunspring, and 


Send a stamp lor a complete 
catalog. Throw in a buck for stickers. 
Coming soon: Elliott 7", Slugfest CD, 
and Despair 7VCDS/CSS. 
http://www.iglou.com/planet/ 


Initial Records 

"EMPLOYEE OWNED AND OPERATED" 

PO BOX 251145 WEST BLOOMFIELD Ml 48325 USA 



YOU GOTTA BE KIDDIN’ ME!! 


EA MONkErs 10 SINGLES FOR $25? 


WWWBmflB YER screwed 

IF YOU PASS THIS UP! 

FUGGETABOUTITU 


reaffirm their 
committment 
to quality 
punk rock 
entertainment 
with a flurry 
of FIVE 

FRENZIED PAVES! 


A cp SEA MONKEYS Bowery to Baghdad (#2106) 

’ New vital Music 5 song 7” white SP1 Comes w/full color 
V sleeve, 8 page booklet & sticker! Only $3 postpaid 

cr- 


ALSO AVAILABLE1 
Nipaeyland 7 ” 

(#1023) $3 
Bad Haircut: 7” 

(#1039) $4 

Pizzaface 10” 

(#4009) $7.50 

Vital Music 
/•- Mail 
of ?.; 1 Order 

P0 BOX 210 

New York, 

NY 10276 

SPIFFY VITAL MUSIC MAILORDER CATALOG FREE WITH ORDER OR SEND A BUCK 
(REFUNDABLE TOWARDS NEXT PURCHASE) CALL 212-777-5047 FOR PREVIEWSI 


All singles are represses on clear vinyl of 7~s from Vital Music Records' 
Swinging Singles Club collection and come with original two-sided 14"x14' f poster! 




MR. T EXPERIENCE-ALICE only 

D0NUT-RAM0NES v $25 

S0NGB00K PLAYED V 

BYTHENUTLEY % Se 

BRASS'LUNACHICKS 

WEEN-KAREN BLACK 

IRON PROSTATE-LOS $ 

GUSANOS-REVERB 
MOTHERFUCKERS ilfmlMlf/l 
TOMMY IN 7 MINUTES fWJE||Bl|l» l 

Send checks CUS oalyl, money ^ ^ 

orders or cash! Tomsy don't 

care! Just send it! Order now 

and get a mystery bonus single! -since 79S9~~ 

VITAL MUSIC MAILORDER 

PO BOX 210 NEW YORK, NY 10276 
































Good god, more 


reviews, less reviewers. 


IVs like a living hell!: 


Aaron Gemmill (AG) 


Bret Van Horn (BVH) 


Jim Testa (JT) 


Kim Bae (KB) 


Lani Merritt (LM) 


Matt Berland (MB) 


Will Dandy (WD) 


Dan Sinker (DS) 




73 Scamp #4 

Yet another zine where the author writes his 
own review. “Another dumb travel story.” Your 

words, bro, not mine. (DS) 

($2 PO box 615 Reisterstown MD 21136) 

Ab imo pectore #1 

Patti’s drawing style and original point of view 
make this stream of consciousness comic zine 
very good. Creativeness overwhelms this zine, 
making the lack of plot irrelevant. I wish I 

knew what the title meant. (LM) 

($1, Patti Kim; 293 Clinton St., Toronto, On MGG 
2Y7 Canada) 

Adge #1 

Boy, I hate to say this because it’s obvious this 
guy worked hard on this but this is primarily 
composed of badly 
photocopied (as the 
editor admits) pho¬ 
tos of skaters and 
bands and is 
skimpy on the writ¬ 
ing (reviews, a page 
on how to save 
money, and an 
intro). Fully half of 
the zine is skate 
photos. Done with 
design concepts 
very much on the 
mind so it’s inter¬ 
esting to look at but 
there just isn't that 
much there. (KB) 

($1 local, $2 everywhere 
else / Blk 24, #02-14, 

Telok / Blangah Cres 
/Singapore 090024) 

Alien Cola-#l 

This is an enter¬ 
taining little col¬ 
lage-like zine out of Wisconsin. With funny 
pieces like “50 Things to do in an Elevator,” 
“Are you a Sheep?” and “How to be Italian,” 
this zine melds well-written serious stuff with 
enjoyable humor. A much-needed break from 
the depressing pile of humorless per-zines 
out there. (BVH) 

($1; Kari, 213 Kruger Avenue 6, Cameron, WI 54822) 
Alianza #1 

Even though I can comprehend most of this, 

I cannot comment on the quality of the writ¬ 
ing because I am not fluent in Spanish. Ints. 



with Die Blumen, Alarma Social, Argies, Futuro Incierto, Doble Fuerza, 
Cadaveres, All You Can Eat, Muerte Lenta, Jack Meatbeat and the 
Underground Society. The editor asks all the bands the same opening 
questions but many of the ints. are decent and informative. The rest is 
articles on: a guy who rips off the scene, PETA, domestic animals, a few 
different bands, and scene reports from Peru and Finland. This is a well 
done newsprint endeavor. (KB) 

($2 + postage / Cassilla de Correo No. 48 / Sue. 49-C.P. 1449 / Capital Federal - 
Buenos Aires / Argentina) 

All the Answers-#3 

For the most part, ATA is a pretty standard punk music zine. The usual 
record reviews, zine reviews and interviews with the likes of Down By Law, 
Propagandhi and Jimmy Eat World adorn the pages of this issue. The cool 
thing is the “Mail From the Enemy” piece on Bob Larson, cult paranoiac 

extraordinaire. A cool idea that should be expanded on. (BVH) 

($2 to: 207 W Clarendon 14B, Phoenix, AZ 85013) 


Apathy, Drugs, and Driving #4 

Formerly a 40+ page digest-sized zine, AD&D 
has changed formats to a legal-sized one-page 
newsletter that's supposed to be coming out tri¬ 
weekly. It seems to be dedicated to covering 
Austin’s indie music scene, which is a lot bigger 
and livelier than many bigger cities’. There are 
reviews of zines and local band releases, and a 
short piece on a good place in town to pick up 
girls. It might be a good idea to send some 
stamps and ask for some back issues if you're 

planning a trip through Austin. (JT) 

(One stamp; 912-A West Elizabeth, Austin TX 78704) 


Superchunk, the Ramones, and reviews. This 
issue also comes with a free children’s story 

book and record. (AG) 

(6698 E. Eden Rd Hamburg, NY 14075) 

The Assassin and the Whiner #4 

Yeh! Hooray! Carrie deals with girlfriends who 
stole stuff! Carrie drinks! Carrie gets a vibrator! 
Carrie has a crush! Carrie gets a lap dance! 
Carrie drinks a lot! Yeh, Carrie, yeh... and it's 

all comix now! Yippie! (LM) 

($lppd, Carrie; POB 481051; LA, CA 90048) 


ATR #1 

While I may not agree with everything in ATR, I have to say that this 
is one of the best things I’ve read in a long time. Both Aragom & 
Eric are incredibly smart people who are able to think very critically 
about this youth culture we’re all a part of. Read it, critique it, inter¬ 
nalize it, live it. This is a must read for anyone that really gives a 
shit about punk as a culture and is willing to use their brain to think 
about it. (DS) 

($1 do Eric Boehme 2634 N. Fairfield #2 Chicago IL 60647) 


















Aunt Franne #2 + #3 

Kinda messy punkzine from Jersey with lots of attitude. “BAD RELIGION 
ARE POSEURS!!! Ya got that sport?” asks Donnie Switchblade. “This 
grungy Deadhead looking, colored dreadlock wearing, Birkenstock shuf¬ 
fling, backpack carrying has got to stop!” demands Franne. Well, you get 
the picture. The layouts are pretty bare bones but get the point across 
and there’s lots to read: Red Aunts, Riverdales, Sinister Six, and a 
Garageshock *95 diary in #2; the somewhat delayed #3 (Franne moved, 
got a new job, and a puppy in the interim) includes the Lone Wolves, a 
Queer Punk convention in Chicago, lots of reviews, and drawings by 
queerpunk artist Anonymous Boy. Well worth your milk money. (JT) 

($1 and a stamp; PO Box 523, Stratford NJ 08084) 

Bantha Fodder #5 

Well, my mom read all of my zines for this month, as I'm home for the 
summer, and this was her pick. It’s mine, too. This is fucking great. It's 
sad and interesting, it’s powerful. The zine consists of personal stories, 
thoughts, ramblings; all of it is well-written. At 
the bottom of the first page, she writes “here 
I am. exposed.” Yeah.(MB) 

($l+stamps;31 yellowstone ct.; walnut creek, CA 94598) 

Biker Pride #9 

I want to gush over this and say it’s the most 
fantastic of all the zines I’ve gotten but some¬ 
thing’s holding me back. True, I don’t agree with 
everything the editor says but he really has a 
gift with words. Long, rambly (but not unfo¬ 
cused), dense articles on bicycling, globalized 
capital/intemational economy, etc. His articles 
were intriguing and (usually) very eloquently 
written but for some odd reason, I didn’t fall in 
love. Maybe it’s the size (8 and a half” by 17” 
folded lengthwise) which caused many a cramp 
in my arms and neck. Actually, I think it’s 
because I don’t really care about biking (but if I 

did, this would be my bible). (KB) 

($2 / PO Box 2275 / Minneapolis, MN 55402) 

Breakout Magazine #1 

East bay hardcore zine. Lots of pictures of 

boys with muscles going nutzoid. (DS) 

($2.50 2018 Shattuck Ave #19 Berkeley CA 94704) 



are also eclectic, short, and to the point. Plus there’s some wrestling 
stuff for all you Hulk Hogan fans.(JT) 

($2; 40 E Main St., Newark DE 19711) 

Bunny Rabbit #7 

This whole zine is just an interview with Pee Wee Herman’s former 
assistant. That’s all. Nothing else, except a tape. A tape of very bad 
wanna be Mary Lou Lord-esque songs (but a good voice!). And it's 

$3. Definitely the most expensive litter box liner on the market. (LM) 
($3ppd; 51 McDougal St c/o Amy Fusselman Box 319 NY, NY 10012) 

Charred Remains #5 

A densely packed zine in that cool half-legal size format, with clever 
layouts and fun graphics. Of course it’s British. Plenty of bands in 
here you’ll have never heard of and a few you may know (like Staten 
Island, NY’s Serpico, interviewed when they were still called Sleeper, 
Propagandhi, and Cali punks Bracket and Farside.) And how can you 
go wrong with record reviews like “More culture than Camden Market 
and more originality than a night in Oliver 
Reed’s drinks cabinet.” Now if the guy could 

only talk good English. (JT) 

($3(?); PO Box 43, Hull, England HU1 1AA) 

Chemicals #5 

This is the Ramones Issue of this photo¬ 
copied punkzine from my alma mater, 

Rutgers U. There’s an interview with George , 
Tabb (billed here as “The World’s Premiere 
Ramones Authority,”) memories of favorite 
Ramones shows, a Ramones comic strip, 
Ramones trivia... well, you get the idea. I'm 
going to forward my copy to Ben Weasel, 
the world’s second premiere Ramones 
authority. (JT) 

($1 or 3 stamps; Rev. Jack, RPO 0318, PO Box 
5063, New Brunswick NJ 08903) 

Chumpire #64 - #66 

Highlights goings on in his area, but mostly 
just in punk rock in general. Highlights cer¬ 
tain bands he does and doesn’t like. It’s 
always good, and it’s only a stamp. I don’t 

see how it wouldn’t be worth it. (MB) 

(1 Stamp; POB 680; Conneaut Lake, PA 16316) 


brother dana #2 

Ooh, great. This is about Erica and her thoughts and celebrities. I love it 
when zine writers just drop the stupid facade and admit that they like 
things like this. She comments on TV, movies, culture, etc. All of this 
with a humorous twist. It's sort of like a childish People for the punk 

rock set, but also some other stuff thrown in there. Great.(MB) 

(erica baby; 135 E. 12th St.; Box 263; NYC, NY 10003) 

Bumrush #2 

Hardcore fans should like this newsprint zine, even with the postage-stamp 
sized, somewhat smeary photos. The bands interviewed show a nice diversi¬ 
ty, from Man Or Astroman?’s garage-surf to hardcore veterans The Business 
to current IVc faves like Bloodlet and New Bomb Turks. The record reviews 


Comfort #4 

Cool half-sized punkzine with lots of attitude, from the rant (includ 
ing gnarly photo of the editor staring you in the face) that starts 
this off to the columns and articles contributed by well-known 
scenesters like Dan Halligan (10 Things zine,) Bob Conrad, Icki 
from Sty Zine, NYC’s George Tabb, and lots more. Plenty to read 
here, that’s for sure. (JT) 

($1+2 stamps; 4360 Rio Poco Rd., R^no NV 89502) 

Das Facha #3 

It says this zine is put out by "Eric,” but I really think it is a 
front. Secretly, this “zine” is just a big ploy by Epitaph and 



















Lookout for the conquest of more ad space and promo. This zine 
consists only of reviews, and interviews with bands (like the Queers 
and Hi-Fives) on those labels. Oh sure, the last page has some 
half-assed after thought of two very short columns, but like I said, 
it’s all a front covering up the blatant advertising conspiracy. (LM) 
($1.50 (ppd?), POB 374; Myrtle Point Dr. 97458) 

Dirt-#6 

Pretty sparse punk zine here, with an interview with Keith Morris 
ala Circle Jerks and a Spent Idols photo page. While short, it 

makes its point. (BVH) 

($1 to: PO. Box 383 Vista, CA 92085) 

Dissident Scrapbook #1 

Mumia stuff and that leftist writing that us punks have made so 
popular. (AG) 

(POB 7037; Syracuse, NY 13210-9711) 

Eyesore #4 

A fairly typical punk zine (columns, 
reviews, etc) although editor Adam 
Birkenhead and his staff do interview 
some offbeat bands, including Swank, 

Slughog, Rocketsled, and a group called 
the Bald Guys (gotta love that name!) 
who aren’t bald and aren’t all guys. Not 
much in the graphics dept, but the writ¬ 
ing has snap. (JT) 

($1; 510 Comm. Ave., #184, Boston MA 02215) 

Failure #6 

Personal writings about being a snowmaker 
at a ski resort, drinking cider, collecting toys 
& other stuff. Nothing too exciting. (DS) 

(stamps? 6615 Chambers Cleveland OH 44105) 

Fair Connaitre 

An intelligent, albeit cliche zine, done in 
the format of a small, personal zine. It's 
interesting, but I cannot honestly say that 
I found much new or particularly exciting. 

Stuff on racism, schools, and punk. Mildly 
perzine-esque, but not as much as it 

might outwardly look. (MB) 

(1515 elisha st.; danville, IL 61832) 

Fairy Butterfly Girl 

A wonderful zine, with many heartfelt emotions swept and laid 
out on thick stock. The stories are all true, about things that 
have happened to her, emotional things, both bad and good. 
Almost artsy in its minimalism, it has a lot of true feeling to it 

and I highly recommend it.(MB) 

(POB 8446; Austin, TX 78713-8446) 

FFF-4 issues 

Three neat looking zines that have nothing going for them other 
than their creepy graphic sensibilities, and a video (dubbed over 


Soundgarden) with inaudible live performances by four walls falling 
and some other crappy hardcore bands. (AG) 

(Box 4403 Richmond VA 23220) 

Fizz-#6 

The Rocket From the Crypt interview is the only reason you should buy 
this. Otherwise, Stuntman, The Joykiller, Sideshow and other are featured 
along with the usual Fizz schlock. (BVH) 

($2.95 to: 1509 Queen Anne Avenue N. #276 Seattle, "Wa. 98109) 

The Flabby Arms #4 + #5 

Hm, a cut and paste comic zine that’s trying really hard to be funny and 
failing miserably. Note worthy is the ant farm saga, carebear workbook 
review, bad comics, and random art. The carebear saga seems like one 
of those stories that I would rather have someone tell me over the 

phone, then at least I could partially ignore them. (LM) 

(2 stamps?, Molly B., 750 Ironwood, Rochester, MI 48307) 

The Flashing Astonishers #3 

Weird, in that it’s not a zine, but a newsletter for 
a band I haven’t heard of. There's not much 
here, it’s rather short. Some reviews of zines, 

and some cool looking comics.(MB) 

(2 Stamps or 2 Rubber Bouncy Balls; 113 Fleetwood 
Layne; Minoa, NY 13116-1007) 

Forlorn Hope #1 

Christina is an insightful and mature writer... and 
she’s only 15. In this zine she shares memories 
of being a child and how life is for a teenage 
punk. Despite a dull vacation journal and some 
empty rhetoric dealing with her political views, 
the writing and layout make this zine a great 
read. I would like to see more of this worthwhile 
project in the future. (LM) 

($1 + a stamp; Christina, 11 revere Court Princeton Jet, 
NJ 08550 

Formerly Known As-# 10 

These guys come out like clockwork, it seems, 
and for a small zine that’s quite a feat. This issue 
has a video rental guide to the worst rental 
movies ever made and the best ones, plus 
columns, stories and some reviews. It keeps get¬ 
ting better. (BVH) 

(c/o Jason Jones: 2984 Crestline Drive Macon, GA 31204) 

Fourteen and a Half #1(?) 

Man is this simplistic. Almost the entire zine is written in handwriting 
that looks like it belongs to a seven-year-old and is comprised of 
extremely brief little observations and rants that sound like they were 
written by a seven-year-old. It’s not bad exactly but just not there; 
absolutely devoid of content. At least it didn’t take long to read. (KB) 

( Lilac Press / PO Box 8446 / Austin, TX 78713-8446) 

fucktooth #20 

As always, a well thought-out, well written zine , with personal ram- 
blings and yet still chock full of informational tidbits* about various things 


















that people who read zines need informing on. It’s really thick and I 
promise you that it will provide hundreds of hours of reading fun. This 
month includes Tim Barry from Avail, women’s health (“great article!” 
says a friend), economic, et al. This zine SHOULD already be a staple of 
your punk rock diet, ya know? (MB) 

(52; POB 3593; Columbus, OH 43210) 

Funeral #26 

Collections of random junk with the magazine's address on every other 

page. What does it all mean? Not goddamn much. (DS) 

(Free PO box 4403 Richmond VA 23220) 

Gabba Gabba Hey Suburbia #1 

This is a one-pager with big type and potential. This kid seems really hon¬ 
est and independent which I appreciated. He managesto pull off a short 
column, an article, an interview with George Tabb, and zine reviews. I'd 
really like to see where this goes in the future. Psst! Don't waste so much 
space! Use a smaller point type size. (KB) 

(10< + stamp / 325 Fremont St. / San Francisco, CA 
94105) 

Gallory of Judgment #4 

metal.(AG) 

(???) 

Generic 101-#4 

I wish I could take the pill that makes this 
zine so personable and entertaining. Kalina 
provides us with another slice of her life com¬ 
plete with a story about a not-so-bad cop, an 
update on her sister, mean boys and a birth¬ 
day that failed to live up to expectations, this 
zine is a guaranteed hit and always maintains 
a goof balance between humor and serious. 

(BVH) 

(P.O. Box 13681 El Cajon, Ca. 92022-3681) 

Get A Life #5 

This is patterned after one of those 8.5x11 
zines from the 80’s, basically. It consists of 
interviews, reviews, and that's about it, really. 

Cub and the Muffs in this issue. The inter¬ 
views are pretty straightforward. (MB) 

(147 S. 1000 E. #4; Salt Lake City, UT 84102) 

Ghoti #3 

This is some fucked up random shit here. It's really funny at parts (the 
back, with the vulcan). Like a whole bunch of random thoughts just sort of 
pasted so they’ll fit on a few pages. It's humorous, though.(MB) 

($1; Cody, 4024 S. Paiute Way Sierra Vista, AZ 85635) 

Girljock 

Again, another issue of this great zine designed for lesbian (or even simply 
female) athletes. It’s slick and nice and, well, okay, Fm neither an athlete 
or female, but it seems like it would really be up my alley if I were. It’s 
astonishingly well written and well done. It really doesn’t even fall into the 

category of a “zine”, per se, it’s more of a magazine. Fills a niche.(MB) 

($5 sample copy POB 882723; SF, CA 94188-2723) 



Hardware Spring ‘96 

I suppose it’s to their credit that Dave and Brett, the editors of 
Hardware, rub so many people the wrong way. They’re opinionated 
and forthright, and even if they do come off as whiny suburban brats 
sometimes, they’re also frequently on the mark with their unending ’ 
rants and comments. Hardware’s forte is old-school hardcore, and 
the interviews - Ignite, Enrage, Half Off, Floorpunch, 97a, Ensign - are 
knowledgeable and probing, as well well-illustrated with quality pho¬ 
tos. This issue also has a long interview with Pushead that includes a 
lot of his landmark h/c artwork. You really need to add this to your 
regular reading list if you’re into hardcore; just don’t be surprised if 

you find a few things in every issue that really piss you off. (JT) 

($2; Brett Beach, 467 Vallet St, #7D, Maplewood NJ 07040) 

Hellbender #8 

This is a pro forma photocopied punkzine but what’s here is always 
first rate. The interviews tend to be short but usually get in one or two 
memorable lines (like when Chuck from 
Weston admits he’s 26 and says, “it’s tough 
writing songs that appeal to people half my 
age.”) Issue 8 includes Dance Hall Crashers, 
NO FX, Weston, 10 Foot Pole, the Toasters, 
Shift, and Atlas Shrugged, along with reviews 
and some columns. (JT) 

($1 or 4 stamps; PO Box 547, Vails Gate, NY 
12584) 

Highway 666 

A sort of pasted together zine, certainly 
DIY.The comics are mildly funny, and worth a 
few stamps. She puts anarchy signs on 
pages and obsesses about Berkeley bands. 
That kind of thing. It’s cool. There are also 
some mini-interviews with the Caulfields and 
No Use For a Name.(MB) 

($1 or 3 stamps; Deanna; Heidinger Dr.; Cary, 

NC 27571-5618) 

Humdrum #2 

The title explains it all. This zine is just a 

bad idea. A very bad idea. (LM) 

(2 Stamps. Brian Denton, 19271 N. 89th PI., 
Scottsdale, AZ 85255) 

I 

I Sight #2 

You know, I really shouldn’t review poetry zines, because I really 
am not too psyched about reading them. I’m glad that she is get¬ 
ting this out, and it’s not bad at all, but I really just can’t enjoy this 
kind of thing. (MB) 

(judith; 1534 bluemont ave. sw; apt #120; roanoke, VA 24015) 

I Want to Hold your Hand Under the Stars #1 

Yet another well meaning, but absolutly uninspiring punkzine, this 
one with more of a personal ,slant. (DS) 

(PO box 843 Grand Marais MN 55604) 

Jersey Beat-#56 

Yet another issue with the likes of Chisel, Hell No, Melting 


















Hopefulls and Resolve as well as a Punk tour diary, a story about 
ABC No Rio and plenty of reviews. (BVH) 

($2 to: 418 Gregpry Ave. Weehawken, NJ 07087) 

Love Child-# 1 

A heavily design-oriented zine, Love Child focuses on the hardcore 
scene with interviews of Chokehold, Policy of 3, and some Avail pho¬ 
tos. The deconstructionist layouts provide a nice backdrop to the sto¬ 
ries and as usual there are plenty of photos and reviews. (BVH) 

(Aaron Vyvial Meenseteenweg 76/2, 8500 Kortrijk, Belgium) 

Mean Day #5 

Another well meaning, but uninspiring punkzine. To differentiate 

itself, it's from Canada. (DS) 

($16 John St. #305 Oakville Ontario L6K 3T1 Canada) 

A Mile in my Shoes #1 

Don’t you hate it when you can use an author's own words to review 
their ‘zine? “This is just another dumb 
personal zine.” Your words, not mine. (DS) 

(Free 2715 Knight Dr. Troy, MI 48098-4067) 

Milk #7 

This zine is done by a lumpen-prole 
grunge kid, but it’s really good. I like 
the stuff about vegetarianism. There's 
also some personal writing, a 7 year 
bitch interview, and a free comp tape 

that sounds pretty good. (AG) 

($2, 3039 English Oak Circle, Pensacola, FL 
32526) 

Molotov Coctail #1 

Interesting. I get a zine and a 7” for review 
with the same name (I’m sure they're not 
affiliated). This guy has some creative 
ideas and can occasionally be really funny 
but most of this is typical anarcho-political 
l-hate-the-media-and-govemment stuff 
written sort of off of the top of the head. 

By the way, Epitaph is not a major label 
(there are 2 “major label band” references 
to Rancid in this zine). (KB) 

($2 / 18 Norwood Rd. / Tiverton, Devon, Exl6 
6BD / England) 

Monica likes Ska #3 

Very confusing layout coupled with shitty low quality xeroxed pho¬ 
tos. Add in poorly written, uninteresting columns and reviews. 
Sprinkle in a gossip column called “grape vine” the tired argument 
of selling out, and a scary dissertation of why you should not sup¬ 
port independent record stores. The whole ambiance of the zine 
reminds me of my middle school newspaper-bad and boring. (LM) 
(Free=stamps, MLS c/o Monica, POB 440381, Miami, FL 33144) 

Mustache - “Fuck Corporate Soda” and “Der Metal Years” 

Funny half-sized zine. They write articles like “Stupid 
Things/Stupid People” (“White people with dreads. Not only do 


you look stupid but you are both a fashion clone and a stealer of the 
culture of others. Go home and listen to some Simon & Garfunkel, 
that’s something white.”) Bad Bumper Sticker Of The Month (“I’d Rather 
Be Clubbing Seals"), A Beginners Guide To Heavy Metal, an interviews 
(which I assume are fictitious) with celebs like Tori Spelling and King 

Diamond (?) (!) Send them a few bucks and have a few laughs. (JT) 
($1+2 stamps; The Anti Vulcan League, 317 28th Ave So., Seattle WA 98144) 

Nebula/Attachment Theory Split zine 

A split of two well meaning, but completly uninspiring punkzines.(DS) 
(4461 Tomlinson Cir. Orlando FL 32829) 

No Room For Squares-#5 

This issue is jam-packed with reviews, articles and interviews with Madigan, 
Lunachicks, Third Sex, Behead the Prophet N.L.S.L., Cynthia Connolly of 
Dischord "Records and the usual attention to eye popping layouts. Very well 
done with a lot of heart and a sense of humor to boot. (BVH) 

($3 to: P.O. Box 42272 Portland, OR 97242) 


Root Beer #3 

I’m gettin' nothing from this collection of drawings, 

photos & writing (both fiction & personal). (DS) 

($1 1442 W. Neosho PI. Tucscon AZ 85704) 

Oculus Magazine v5 #1 & #2 

Wow, this is a real, god's honest magazine! 
Incredibly strong writing on bands, technology, & 
pop culture. What’s mosts impressive is the very 
clean production values that go into this free 
zine. Although at 32 pages it's a bit anemic. (DS) 
(PO box 148 Hoboken NJ 07030) 

Off My Jammy #6 

This little half size zine wasn't stapled. Strike 
one. Fortunately, it has its saving graces. The 
editor interviews a guy who broke the world 
record for non-stop singing, Jody from Team 
Dresch, and Robbie Rist from Wonderboy. The 
rest is short answer surveys and odds and ends. 

Pretty flippant, pretty funny, cool ideas. (KB) 

($1 / Lisa / PO Box 3803 / Albany, NY 12203) 

Openly Hostile #1 

Whoa for a second there I though I was back in 
1988 surrounded by guys in hoodies with big Xs on their hands, then I 
looked at a calender and realized that its 8 years after the fact and this 
fanzine is barely relevant. Number one reason he likes about Hardcore? 
“Straightedge: I really hate drugs.” Next. (DS) 

(706 Foster St. N. Andover MA 01845) 

Outlet #1 

There seem to be a lot of zines called Outlet. Pretty thin, nothing out¬ 
standing. One editorial, music and film reviews and “The Lowdown on 
Stubborn Records”. This guy is a decent writer, there just needs to be 
more stuff included. (KB) 

(free=stamps / Jeff / 44 Woodcrest Ave. / Short Hills, NJ 07078) 



















OX-#22 

The German counterpart to MRR and Jersey Beat is back again with Tilt, 
Good Riddance, Dead Moon, Horace Pinker and much more. This issue 
has a free sampler CD with Apemen, Blanks 77, SFA, Richies, and 25 

more bands. And it’s all in German. (BVH) 

{c/o Joachim Hiller, P.O. Box 14 34 45 D-45264 Essen Germany) 

Par an oy-# 10 

This is one of the coolest issues of Paranoy yet, with the “Childhood 
Memories” theme. Several contributors sent in their most prominent 
childhood memories, which makes for an interesting read. Plus, there's 
the usual reviews and all. You can’t go wrong with this one. (BVH) 

(3 stamps/trade to: 1477 Leonard, St. Peter, MN 56082) 


Rational Inquirer-#6 

Interviews with Less Than Jake, Propagandhi, Christian Death (!), 
MTX, Citizen Fish and much more, plus a ton of cool 
articles/columns about DIY stuff, like starting a record label and 
silk screening. Also comes with a free flexi by the Nobodys and 
Dwindle. (BVH) 

($2 PPD to: 2050 W 56 St. STE 32-221 Hialeah, FL 33016) 

Razor Blades in Halloween Candy “issue: Operation Lardass” 

Some demented but cool shit in here. Really, I only need to tell 
you that there’s a love story about a sawfly. It’s cool, not like your 
average stupid zine. I actually enjoyed reading it. Weird, 
though.(MB) 

(53 Hudson Ave.; Grafton, MA 01519) 


Pocket Full of Chump Change #2 

This zine seems to be the project of a malevolent little peckerwood who 
dreams up scams like printing up bumper stickers that say “I heart 
NAMBLA” and “Kill A Kid For Christ” and stick¬ 
ing them on neighbors’ cars. Seriously, there's 
some, urn, unusual thinking going on here. 

Like the editor letting his dog review records 
(he liked the Doc Hopper Ip so much the dog 
started humping his owner's leg.) Then there’s 
“The evercontinuing and oh so popular saga 
of Things That Have Happened To Me That 
Suck Moose Cock.” These wacky bits alter¬ 
nate with straightforward band interviews 
(mostly on the obscure side, like Extract, 30 
Amp Fuse, Pranger.) Although the layouts 
tend to be haphazard and a bit sloppy, there 
are some excellent photos and the copying is 
sharp and clean. Heartily recommended. 

Leave it in the bathroom and you won’t have 
a boring dump for a month. (JT) 

($2; 29 Mailloux Terr., Dracut MA 01826) 

Point of Interest #13 

This is a good Seattle are scene/hardcore 
zine. Contains an illegible interview with Cease 
and Desist due to poor layout. Also has the 
usual news, relays of oppression and fighting 
the system as well as an excellent column 
advocating people to practice what they 
preach and a tiny poster. (LM) 

(Slppd, P.O.I.; 1004 N. 32nd ST. Renton, WA 98056) 

Psycho Kev #4 

I don’t understand... (AG) 

(651 Santa Barbara Ave. Mildew, CA 94030) 

A Punk Kid Walks Into A Bar #3 

A “sparse” zine replete with an interview (with FRP), reviews, and a few 
funny theories. Those are unarguably the best part. Theories as to aller¬ 
gic reactions to jobs and a government conspiracy theory involving 
cement mixers are featured. Cool, and, to utilize a cliche, you can’t beat 

the price. (MB) 

(free; POB 254; Rye, NY 10580) 



Recluse #2 

One of those messy, goofy, all-over-the-place punk zines. The inter¬ 
views read like conversations you might have 
at a truckstop late at night and run into a 
band you've heard of that’s on their way to 
the next tour stop. A bunch of kids chime in 
with their opinion of “what is a mosh pit?” 
The layouts look like a hyperactive fifth grad¬ 
er’s art project. Interviews with Scrog, Cavity, 
Recluse, Floor, and the Fixtures. Like it says 
on the cover, “death, thrash, punk, sludge, 

grind... your day could be worse.” (JT) 

(2 stamps; R.T., 5902 Valley Wood, SanAntonio 
TX 78250) 

rock candy #5 

wow. This ideally exemplifies intensity in a 
zine. She lets out with these bellows of 
anger and sadness and pain; maybe it's just 
my mood, but I was nearly moved to tears. 
Sort of a letter to the world as channeled 
through letters to other people. A big “fuck 
you” to several people, as well. You can see 
her pain in her writing, even in the gram¬ 
mar. wow. (MB) 

($l/stamps/trade; Marie; 717 Davis St.; 
Kalamazoo, MI 49007) 


A sappy Berekeley boy meets girl comic drawn by simon from 

arnie. This is cute. (AG) 

(POB 2337, Berkeley, CA 94702) 

Second Nature-#4 

This is a cool hardcore/skate zine with interviews reviews and a 
cool letters section. This issue has 2 Line Filler, Enkindel, Matt 
Hensley, Despair and much more. (BVH) 

($2 PPD to: P.O. Box 11543 Kansas City, MO 64138) 

Self-Surpassing Animal #2 

The tracking on this guy's typewriter is so tight that it hurts to 
read. But if you force yourself to get through it, you find yet 


















another well meaning, but pretty much uninspiring punkzine. 

What else is new today? (DS) 

($1+2 stamps PO Box 13388 Tampa FL 33681-3388 

Shat Upon-#? 

This zine is decidedly un-RC. and very opinionated in its presenta¬ 
tion. Rusty has a very stylish and smooth style of writing and 
should have his own spot in the MRR “columnists” department. 
This issue has a Missoula Band Roundup, a rant about the politi¬ 
cally correct, a review of MRR columnists and much more. This 
zine doesn’t look like much when you first see it, but it’s hard to 

put down once you start reading. (BVH) 

(Hellgate P.O. Box 9081 Missoula, Montana 59802) 

Shredding Material-#9 

A well done music magazine with Cub, Engine Kid, Garden Variety, 

Girls Vs. Boys, Quicksand and much more. (BVH) 

($2 to: 2515 Bitlle Road, Middletown, MD 21769) 


prose/poetry about being in pain, an article about SxE (which is actually 
pretty good - shows independent thought), reviews, ripped up photos 
and captions, etc. Actually, there is one exception: this guy talks about 
sex. Not as much as I thought he was going to after reading “Let’s talk 
about sex...” but there were several references to it. (Another exception: 
the only x’s are in photos). This guy doesn’t really seem like yer average 

sheep though I thought the prose (there was lots of it) was boring. (KB) 
(David Natoli / 714 Carbon St. / Syracuse, NY 13208) 

Strife #1 

Your basic political zine covering topics such as the Christian Coalition, 
the CIA, War on Drugs, etc. Lots of reprints and lack of original thought 
plague this zine. ANother thing to note is the lack of documentation in 
all the articles. It makes all of the views portrayed seem less credible. If 
you've got a liberal slant and you want to know more or perhaps just 

reaffirm your views pick it up. (LM) 

(50 cents. Ravi Grover, POBox 660991 Bham, AL 35266) 


Sissy #3 

Oh my God! His mother reviews records 
and some sort of Vanilla Ice Horiscope? 

So funny I urinated on June Allison’s 
face! I really wish I were clever enough to 
conjure up these ideas. (LM) 

($1, Kevin Hoffman, 111 Dallas Ave., Newark, DE 
19711) 

Small Engine Repair Club #1 

A decent effort. Ints. w/Lifetime and 
Samiam, a story about a born-again 
Christian, and a history behind the edi¬ 
tors’ high school band. Not bad, not 
great. (KB) 

($? / Seth Kean / PO Box 112 / Rock Tavern, NY 
12575) 

Solidarity 

Fema, Anarchism, Food not Bombs, the 
KKK and much more. (AG) 

(POB 72048, Orlando, FL 32872) 

Spank-# 16 

This is a cool music zine with the usual 
music zine stuff. Interviews feature Small, 

Not Rebecca, Automatic 7, Shiv and Papas Fritas. (BVH) 
($2 ppd to: 1004 Rose Ave. Des Moines, LA 50315-3000) 



Stuff #2 

Typical fanzine stuff here - little rants and 
raves, columns, reviews, miscellaneous cutesy 
stuff thrown in. One of those zines you are 
entertained by somewhat and leave by your toi¬ 
let. I totally laughed out loud at Dr. Mark's cor¬ 
ner, a pseudo-offensive column ripping on 
everything with the word “goddamn” appearing 

once or twice on each line. (KB) 

($1 / Evan Lim / 85 Sequoia Dr. / Pasadena, CA 91105) 


Sty #23 

As always, Icki manages to put a new spin in Sty 
zine. This issue comes in an envelope with lots of 
toys & stickers a, Dan Sinker (DS)tually two 
‘zines, one just reviews & the other just writing, 
good move! Both parts of Sty #23 read from 
back to front which is a little annoying, but also a 
nice idea. Anyway, enough about the packaging. 
The writing is of the usual Sty caliber, strong & 
conceice with a buttload of typos. This one has a 
feature about hot dogs, travellogues & nice pho¬ 
tos among other things. (DS) 

$2 PO box 2192 Bloomington IN 67402 


Spongey Monkey #3 

A pretty straightforward almost slick southern punk zine. It's well 
written, thoughtfully laid out, and the interviews are intelligent and 
interesting. The Voodoo Glow Skulls, the Softies, etc. Mostly 

reviews and interviews. (MB) 

($1; 416 Jeff Davis Street; Waveland, MS 39576) 

Still Believe #? 

This looks like every other SE/HC zine ever made and its contents 
pretty much follow the formula too: ints. with Strife and Civ, 


Stylus #7 

Chats with the Humpers and the Leaving Trains’ Falling James take 
up most of this half-legal sized zine, record reviews comprise the 
rest. The writing is simple and straightforward, but honest and sin¬ 
cere. Everything looks xeroxed. Could be better but I’ve seen a lot 
worse. (JT) 

($1; 10711 NE 198 St, Bothell WA 98011) 

Suburban Voice-#38 

Interviews with Brainiac, Civ, Garden Variety, The Pist, Rhythm Collision, 
Fitz of Depression and a free split 7” with The Showcase Showdown, 
Rhythm Collision and Hellbender. Love the Hellbender track. (BVH) 

($4 to: P.O. Box 2746 Lynn, MA 01903) 


































Tatterfrock #8 

No two ways about it, I love this zine. This zine has been great, and it 
remains great. Horror movie reviews, a record reviewing template, an 
interesting interview (for a change), jawbreaker, thoughts, dreams, sto¬ 
ries, etc. It also comes with a record with Hellbender, Chisel, Sidekick 
Kato, and Trusty. (Check the record reviews section for my review of 
that... it's positive.) This is wondefully and interestingly written, and it’s 
humorous as well. I wish I could do shit like this. The cover makes me 
jealous, though. (MB) 

($3; POB 51305; kalamazoo, MI 49005-1305) 

Ten Things Jesus Wants You to know-# 13 

The premiere Northwest punk magazine is back with a ton of stuff. This 
issue sports interviews with Zeke, Bristle, Death wish Kids, Teengenerate 
and more. Plus there’s a cool tattoo article, columns and the reviews 
section. If you don’t read this zine, you’ll have a twisted perception as 
to how much the Northwest really does rock. (BVH) 

($2 PPD to: 1407 NE 45th St. #17 Seattle, WA 98105) 

Toinen Vaihtoehto #74 

Well, I could read about a total of 10 words 
in here so I’ll try my best. Looks like there 
are show, zine, and record reviews, some 
vegetarian recipes, and interviews with a 
band called Olotila and the editor of Tilt! 
fanzine. Unfortunately, I can’t tell what the 
rest of the zine has to do with (and I can't 
even guarantee that what I’ve said so far is 
correct; hell I don’t even know if I spelled 
the title correctly because everywhere it 
appears, it’s in some weird typeface). I wish 

I could have done better with this. (KB) 

($? / PLl 65200 / Vaasa, Finland 

Trailer Trash #5 

“A good silly-zine” my girlfriend says, yes, it is,, 
but really not too silly. The stories of fun in the 
workplace were very funny and entertaining 
(really reason enough to buy it there...), it also 
has some interesting (funny?) stories of pig bru¬ 
tality, an interview with a computer hacker (that 
was short and informational enough to keep my 
interest) and a travel journal or two that were 
intimidatingly long and looked really boring (this is were we use the skim 
mechanism...), reviews, ya know, the usual. Good for a laugh. (WD) 

($2ppd, Trailer Trash do Michelle Shute, POB 753086; Memphis, TN 38175-3086) 

Ultrasonic Scalpel #3 

A digest-sized punkzine by Frank Madura, a fairly typical 25 yr old col¬ 
lege senior/slacker. This ish includes his second thoughts on the 
Internet (now that he has a better provider than AOL, he likes it;) a chat 
with the band Walt Mink, record and zine reviews, a piece about base¬ 
ball, a funny piece about effective scams to get out of going to work, 
and (with the editor facing college graduation and the prospect of hav¬ 
ing to find a real job,) a history of his various grunt jobs, from paper boy 
to telemarketer. (JT) 

(One dollar; PO Box 209, Clarendon Hills IL 60514; ultrasnc@interaccess.com) 



Under the Volcano-#30 

The fifth anniversary issue features top interviews from past 
issues with the likes of the Jesus Lizard, Jayne County, Rancid, 
Offspring, NOFX, Dischord Records and many more. Plus 
there’s some fiction, too. (BVH) 

($2 to: P.O. Box 236 Nesconset, NY 11767) 

Upstate-#6 

This is one of those zines you look at in awe. Produced with a wry 
wit and an implied smirk, Upstate proves to be a refreshing blend 
of art-damage layout, literature, rants and music. When David 
Palmer writes, “Remember, nothing you say about me can come 
close to what I do to myself,” or Tracy Pickle says, “You don’t nec¬ 
essarily have to be a blonde anymore for stuff like sarcasm to go 
over your head,” you know you're in for something different. And in 

this case, different proves to be damn-fucking-good. (BVH) 

($2 to: 238 Betsinger Rd. Sherrill, NY 13461-1208) 


Vy zine #5 

I read the whole zine, honestly I did, but I 
can’t remember anything distinctive about 
it. It wasn’t bad, it wasn’t good. I fell like 
I'm suffering a big blur ala amnesia. 
Something about Ben Weasel and the 
Super Bowl? I don’t know, 1 just don’t 
know... (LM) 

(Theo do vy zine; 243e prospect (N. apt), 

Bowling Green, OH 43402) 

We Aint’t Got No Car #2 

Yet another well meaning, but mostly unin¬ 
spiring punkzine, this one with perhaps a bit 
more humor than the rest. (DS) 

(PO Box 2207 Shades Crest Huntsville AL 35801) 

Well fair? #1 

A poorly written Emma Goldmanish smash 
shit up zine. (AG) 

(4308 Oak Apt S Kansas City, MO 64111) 

Who needs a Beat when the Beat just 
Goes ON? #1 

A nice little zine with personal stories and 
things. (AG) 

(POB 2405; 1 college st. Worcester, MA 01610) 


Zoom-#4 

A tabloid size punk newspaper, Zoom features interviews with Lone 
Wolves, the FX Matt Brewing company, Sepultura, plus reviews and 
the like. Pretty cool concept: Music and beer magazine. (BVH) 

($2 to: Dan McNamara 107 Merrill Ave, Lowell, MA 01850) 

That’s it for this issue, kiddies. 
Be sure to send in your stuff for review to: 

Punk Planet Reviews 
PO Box 6014 
E. Lansing, Ml 48826 



























BRAND MEW UNIT 

new 3 Song 7", Vancouver in your face skatecore 

STRAIN 

Driven/Second Coming 7" and Cataract/Turn The Tide 7" 

Repetition CDEP (both HeartFirst 7"s and one more track) 

SPARKMARKER 

Scallen 7", PL 2 ol their vinyl trilogy, toured the land of the tree 

KORT PROSESS 

1993 8 song 7" re-release and 1994 9 Song 7" Oslo Power 

ROMANTIC GORILLA 

Fun 7", best new Japanese band in years, killer female vox! 

HeartFirst Records 11 Bockhstr. 39 H10967 Berlin 1] Germany 
NO FOREIGN MAILORDER!!! TRY: 

Vacuum H P0 Box 40959 U San Francisco, CA 94140 
Blacklist It 475 Valencia St., 2nd Floor 11 San Francisco, CA 94103 
Always send return postage when writing for info!!!! 


SHOW 

HERO 


TALK NEW 


GREEN VINYL 


7MGH S3PPD 


FLATUS 


dget beer ihaveityour war 
7MGH S3PPO * SONG CD 


NEW JERSEY 
PUNK ROCK 


WRITE •• FLATUS 

15 LAWRENCE ST. 
HAMBURG, NJ 07419 USA 

CHECKS TO TED SHIKO 


E MBASS Y! 

16 song 1c?” 
other stuff 

1 lo5 cincos/ crouun for athena split T 

2. honeywell 'electric kool-aid' 7* 

3 one eyed richard S the goddamn liars C | 
- aka lo3 cincos 

1. cambria 7" 

5. strictly ballroom 7" 

money s tuff 

7* = $3 ppd us. $5 non-u.s. 
12’ = $6 ppd u.5. $6 non-u.s. J 

our records 
1257 ameluxen 
hacienda heights, ca 
91715 

make checks and m.o’s to 
mike houulett 


HeartFirst 























Subscriptions are for one full year. Send check (OS subscriptions only) or money order made out to 
Vital Music Mailorder (not Punk Planet) or well concealed cash to: 


Ltal 



(check one) 


□inn 

□ 1 MM & MEXICO JU1E 
□ $18 OVERSEAS SURFACE MAIL 
EZI $30 EUROPE & UK AIRMAIL 
□ SMSEMFM1I 


Ail issues are sent safely & discreetly in a plain manila envelope. 
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^Check out the disappointing sophomore effort from 

GCOI) 


FAT WRECK CHORDS PC. BOX 460144 SAN FRANCISCO CA 94146 

A portion from the sale of each record will be donated tola 















































BEHEMOTH SOUND 

Mailorder 

SCIENCE DIET-Thru the igloo CD 
HELLBENDER- Debut CD 
BUBBLEGUM CRASH < 

-"Olfactory Hallucination" 
b/w "A Hard Day’s Night” 
TIN RIVER JUNCTION 

- "Drunk in San Fran" 
b/w "Lackluster" 7" 

INNOVATIONS IN MUSIC, VOL. I 

- compilation featuring 
Bello Lamb, Contagious 
Drip, Mind Over Matter 
Science Diet, Scarab, 
and Tin River junction 
Double 7" 

BUBBLEGUM CRASH t 2-sided Tee 
(L & XL only) 

CD- $10.00 7" -$4.00 

2x 7"-$6.00 Tee-$6.00 

Postpaid in USA 

OVERSEAS ADD USUAL POSTAGE 

COMING SOON 

HELLBENDER new Seven Inch 
TIN RIVER JUNCTION Debut CD 


imm w 




$10.00 post paid from: 

BEHEMOTH SOUND RECORDINGS, INC 
P.0. BOX 874 
LINDENHURST, NY 11757-0874 



&&K Write us ® Mint for your free Mint Mall Mailorder Catalogue! 

be\j)n MINT MCO Wt, IM£. P.0. BOX 4414, MAIM P04T OPPMf. VAW00UVM, BC V4» 4X4 
OCW'PHOW (404) 449-MIMT • PAX (404) 449-4471 • MAIL MINTPAMPGAOLCOA 


MIMT RBIB AS6S THAT AR6 
60 MMA mCK ygR BLOCK OFF! 


$MUG$/HI-PIV6$ 

"SUMMER SAMES" 
CP-EP *9 PPP • 7" «4 PPP 


600 

TOO LATE... M0 FRIEMPS' 
CP $12 PPP 












records Fabulous New Releases! 



OPIV ringers! OPIV White on 
White on black & black, 

black on white. 


I® 

\'m 



MTX yellow & 
white on black, 






QUEERS White 
on black. 




QUEERS Red, 
black and blue on 
white. 


CO»c SWRT S 
0ME >n U/L/XL 


& 


fc 


GREEN DAY 
Green and black 
on white. 


GREEN DAY 
Green and black 
on white. 


RIVERDALES 
Black on white. 




SCREECHING 
WEASEL blue and 
black on white. 


VINDICTIVES 
White on black. 


QUEERS White 
on black. 

PLUS MORE FROM 
THE LIKES OF: 

OPIV, TILT, MR T. EXPERIENCE, 
PANSY DIVISION, THE QUEERS, 
THE HI-FIVES, GROOVIE 
GHOULIES, RIVERDALES, plus 
the Lookout Records catalog 
shirtKsee below) 


mailorder prices: 


IIIMMM 


Hi 


prices in 
u.s. funds 
Irst/addt'l 

IP 

cass 

cd 

2Xlp 

cdep 

inch 

picture 
disc 7 
inch 

T- 

shirt 

slice 

of 

lemon 

cd 

mini 

•p 

usa 4th 
class 

8 

7 

9 

10 


% 

5 

10 

12 

8 

USA 1RST 

CLASS. 

CANADA. 

MEXICO 

9 

8 

10 

11 

6 

4 

6 

11 

13 

9 

europe 

12/ 

/10 

9 

10 

16 

7 

% 

6 

14 

14 

9 

ASIA. 

PACIFIC 

RIM 

14/ 

/12 

9 

11 

16 

7 

6 

7 

16 

16 

10 

south 

america 

10 

8 

10 

12 

6 

^5 

6 

12 

14 

9 



ft 


tM 


Send 1$ for 
^this huge full 
color catalog! 

^lloKogf^ 

"records " 

P.O.Box 11374 
Berkeley CA 94712 





















































Earn your 'old school' points! 1 

Back Issues still available! 

PP1 Where it all started interviews with Gravity Records and Samiam. An article on Touch 
& Go Records and much more!! 56 pages 

PP2 interviews with Rancid, Lagwagon, J Church, and Cool Beans Fanzine & BBS. An arti¬ 
cle on the Christian anti-queer movement. Plus much, much more!!! 64 pages. 

PP4 interviews with Brett from Epitaph about his label's business practices. An interview with 
Allied Recordings, and an interview with a punk living with AIDS. And, as always, much much 
more!! 80 pages. 

PP5 interviews with Bikini Kill, Huggy Bear, and the Queers. An article on the MC5. Plus all the 
fun that you've come to expect from Punk Planet: columns, reviews, DIY & MORE!!! 80 pages. 

PP7 LIMITED QUANTITIES the one year anniversary issue. Interviews with Man or Astroman, 
Kerosene 454, & Rudy Vanderlans. An article on the NEA & an article on Pirate Video. Columns, 
reviews, & more more more!! 96 pgs 

PP8 interviews with Red Aunts, Aus Rotten, Fabric, and The Smears. The controversial article on 
Punk Publishing (oooh controversy!)Plus comics, columns, DIY, and much much much more. 104 

pgs. 

PP9 Interviews with Rev. Norb, Mr. T Experience, Lunachicks, Hellbender, and Earth Crisis. An 
article on a Punk TV show. DIY files on the internet. Plus fiction, comic, columns, and more. Also 
has a flexi disk!! 112 pgs. 

PPIO Interviews with Weston, Chisel, and Braid. An article on Spoken Word and another on 
Bob Dole. DIY files on how to buy a guitar. Plus fiction, columns, reviews, and everything else 
you love! Also, it looks really really good. 112 pgs 

PP11 Interviews with Texas is the Reason, Naked Aggression, John Cougar Concentration Camp, 
and Christie Front Drive. Article on Community based money. Pdrt 2 of the how to buy a guitar 
DIY file. Plus fiction, columns, and everything else you love love love! 104 pgs 

PP12 Interviews with Cub, Squirtgun, and Aaron Cometbus. Articles on UFOs, Punk Film, and 
The Telecommunications Act. DIY on how to get ready for a tour. Plus fiction, columns, and every¬ 
thing else you love love love! 104 pgs 

PP13 Interviews with Adrian Tomine, Lifetime, Jon Moritsugu, and Sinkhole. An incredible arti¬ 
cle about voting in the US. DIY on how to change car oil. Plus fiction, columns, and everything 
else you want like you want me! 112 pgs 

Get 'em from us! They're $2.00 each 

Punk Planet PO Box 1711 Hoboken, NJ 07030 1 


Subscribe Subscribe Subscribe! 

Subscriptions to Punk Planet are available courtesy of our good 
friends over at Vital Music Mailorder. Tbink about it, you don't 
have to move a muscle to get PP to your house every other 
month. Whoo boo! 

Subscriptions ore for one full year^ 

USA first class $18 
Canada & Mexico Airmail $18 j 
Overseas surface mail $18 
Europe & UK airmail $30 
Elsewhere airmail $36 
Send check (US subscriptions only) or money order made out to^ 
Vital Music Mailorder (not Punk Planet) or well con¬ 
cealed cash to: 

Vital Music Mailorder 
PO Box 210 NYC NY 
10276-0210 

All issues are sent safely and discreetly in a plain manila envelope 


(We Always Need Better Distribution!! 

Have you been having trouble finding PP? How about making it easier 
for everyone and become a distributor? That way not only you get PP,, 
but a whole hunch of other happy punkers! Our rates are: 

1-5 Copies $2.00 each up front 

6-10 Copies $1.00 each up front _ 

11+ copies $1.00 each 60 day consignment 

so mail your order in today! 

Punk Planet PO Box 1711 
Hoboken, NJ 07030-9998 

or, if you're going with consignment, you can call it in at: 

312.227.6114 

remember, we're counting on you! (well, kinda) 


A new PPProject!! 

~ The 1996 Zine Yearbook is looking for submissions! Ever find something in a zine you wish more peo¬ 
ple hod seen? Read something really inspiring that needed more exposure? Here's your chance! We're compil¬ 
ing a book to be published early next year of excerpts from zines published in 1996. Photocopy whatever you 
see and send if, along with the name and address of the zine it's from, to: Yearbook c/o Jen Angel, FOB 
3593 Columbus OH 43210 or contact us at angel+@osu.edu or 
brian.dominick@lbbs.org - write for more details! 
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